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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The compiler 'of this "work haroing,fora long 
series o/yearSj derived considerable amusement 
from visiting the " silent mansions of the deady 
and transcribing therefrom such inscriptions as 
he deemed most worthy xf preservation^ is in^ 
duced to offer the produce of his industry to the 
public f in the hope that it may prove neither un^ 
instructive nor unentertaining in the perusal. 

But while he humbly claims some merit for 
the large portion of original matter that mil 
be found exclusively in these volumes^ he cannot 
withhold his obligations from the more early 
collectors^ Toldervey, Hackett, and othersyfrom 
whose labours he has derived rfiany valuable ad-^ 
ditions, whichyfrom the perishable nature of the 
originals J are^ with the subjects they commemo' 
TatCy falling hourly into oblivion* 

The editor has preferred the melange to that 
of a classification Qf si^'^ctSf and if he shall 
thereby occasipmilly beguile the serious of a smile, 
or the volatile of a few moments^ steady reflection^ 



IV 



whoj othenvise, would have restricted therr 
reading to the department most in unison with 
their sentivierks, his 0l^ect litill be fidl^ accom-' 
plished. 

^ ' Trandations^af suchasvoere origiwU^xWriit^ 
imfsfftigri kmgtuiges^ are given in this ^oUefiiifm^ 
wnd iBr. J^hnsoris^ celebrated Essaxf on Epituphs^ 
4ifnd Addison^ srefmirks en the^same su^ct, tare 
Ukewise git^ni as properly introductory/ to^ ikg 
ucttk: ■ " • - ■ . '■. f 
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ESSAY 

ON 

K P I T A P H S. 



XHODon criticiani has been eulUrated in ermf age 
of Iflamlng, by men of groat abilities and eiteBtiv* 
knowledge, till the rules of writing are becaine 
rather tmrtfaenBome than instructiTe to the m^ ; 
though alonwt orery species of composition has beeo 
the subject of particular treatises, and given birth to 
definitions, distinction^ precepts, and illustrations; 
jet no critic of note, that has fallen within my ob- 
servation, has hitherto thought sepukhrai iTtscri^iotu 
worthy of a minute examinatitHi, or pointed 0Dt,.witb 
proper accuracy, their beauties and defects. 

The reasons of this neglect it is useless to enquire| 
and, perhaps, impossible to discover ; it might be 
JQStly -expected that this kind of writing would have 
been tbe favourite topic of criticism, and that self- 
love might have produced some regard for it, in those 
authors that have crowded libraries with claborale 
dissertations npon Homer ; since, to afford a subjert 
for heroic poems is the privilege of very i 
every man may expect to be recorded ii 
and therefore finds some interest in pi 
his memory may not sufiisr by an un^kiirul pan^ 
,gyrw. 
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an epitaph, A 
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kilful pan^ & 
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If otnr phn^ntliees in faroar of antiquity ik^t^^ 
to have any part in the regulation of our stwii^^ 
EpiTJtPUS seem entitled to more than common regard^' 
as they afe 'probably of the same age with the art of 
wtHSngt, 'The most ancient structures in the -woHd, 
the Pyramidir)' are supposed to be sepulchral monu« 
mentsV whi^ either pdde or gratitude er^ct^d ;'«Dd 
dfb samef ^ksstVHitl which incited men to such labofrioua 
arid expensire' methods of preserring their own m^- 
mbry^or that of their benefactors, would doubtle&a 
tncl'me ihem-not to neglect any easier means by 
whi6h'tli'e same ends might be obtained. Nature 
and reason have dictated to' every nation, that t6 
preserve good actions from oblivion, is both thclnte« 
rest and duty ofmankind ; and therefpi^e we find no 
people acquainted with the use of letters, that oiUtt^ 
ted to grace the tombs of theit' heroes and Uise meii 
with panefgyrieal inscriptions^ 

To examine, th«^reforb, \h whit \ht' pei^fettiofn of 

&iTAi>Hs'ldonsist8,'and what rules' are'to be observed 

in composing t'hem, t^ill be at least of as much use as 

"* othe^'ci'fttcal ettqniries ; aVid for assigning a feW hburs 

to Btich 'diii^tiisltions, great cxainples at leastj'lf h6t 

^tron^ reasons,' maybe pleaded. 

' *ilh E^ItXph, as the *vrord itself implies, is an 

inscripHoH oH the tomb^ arid in ks most exttinsiTe im. 

• poVif m^ admit indiscriminately satire or prttise.-— 

But as malice has seldom produced m6numerits of 

de&matibn^ arid the tombs 'hitherto raisM faat^ \)cea 
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(M'lmvtr^f /rumdsbip nod jb$oeYoI^cef*,fBD^aiiliat 
^o^\mi!^.0^% o^loM latitHd? qf Hk^.w^ri^ f)9.^^ 

«is:r^«w Pii a /om^ in honomr qf ib^pgf^sfin^d^a^t^., 
m49 i«iiioujcs are lUMd.to the dead io, ovr^pf tq pqi^tQ. 
Ottem.tp the imitatioh o( tbjeir exceU^ndfi7^,^^lfriji^^ 
e^ mi9otion of EmAxm is to p^p^ti^ ^^-^^ 
amples of yirtue, that the toi^b of. a goo4,ja\^pafy( 
flnpply. the went of hU piccseAoe^ ea4;TQ9i^fij|;iQq |p^ 
}ii&)9^inQr|r produce the saine effect a«,t)ie ^Jm^y^ 
tUa of hU life. Those Epitaphs are^ t^ten^ore^ :t\f^ 
most perfect^ which set virtue ia the stroi\|;est ji|g;;ht^ 
and are best adapted to exttlt the reader'^ id^y m^ 
rouse his emulation* 

... To 'this end it is not alwaya necepsaryr to> xecoooit 

AeaotiQus of. a hero, oc eaumera(}e.the writings of,a 

fibjlQ«9phejr j toim/iginesupb usformatioojEi. necessary.) 

is to detract from their ..cha^^yi^rs^ or to ^uppfi^p 

thfWTMWorks miortaliior their, achieT^mAnts^in^dapger 

«if iNung forgotten. The*)>are naive ;of^^^ei|^* 

;«wers rey^iy piwpose of a loiif inscfi||tiqja, > , < . , . 

Jiad-^only the xian^e pf Sic Isa^. jNpwfQiVi^c^ 

- subjoined to. the. d^n. upon hi/s mofmi^whi^ns^^ 

of a long detail of his discovei^e^y.whipb^iljCI ,ph|tjcn9- 

j^h^r c^^ want, and wh^g^ Aone. b^t a phflo^^pheF 

c§n..,imdersta9d» those) .by whose ^lir^tioH. it ,^9a 

, jaisefl» had dene more honour both to^ l|^>>fVi to 

< .i?'^,.ix|4Aed is a commpndatioo -whidi itn 
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:• ""^AU'ldtoiohs'to ihe heathen my^^gy ai^ 4heh»- 
4kn fihm^ iMd all regard for the ^emotoss r^aklt 
iof ti^Mlead^iati^htipartineot sfid 6ifper0thio«9^' One 
«il^iithd'firiA<di9tiiicti<ni8 Of the primitive ehtistiMts^ 
«huitti^r'«ieg)60i oftbettowing garlands on the dckut^ 
loijtifliikh'tli^yia^ ^ek-y Tatiodalljr defended bytiMur 
apologist in Miautius Felix. '* We lavish no flt^mem 
^Qi; odours on the dead," says he^ ^' becawsefthey 
Jtjate.nA ^etm^ otfr^ranceor of beaaty." We pro^ 
ffiss.to reyareftce^^the dead^ not for their sake, but 
foff oar QWQ« li is therefore always vrith indign»» 
tioa or conteippt that. I read the epitaph on Cowley» 
li^Qian^ whose Jearning and poetry were his loweit 
jftsrlts :• 



Aurea dum tote votitant tua scrtpta per orbem^ 
Eifamd eternum vims^ divine Po'etOy 
Hic placidajaceas requte^ cusiodiat urham 
'Carta PideSy v^igitentque perenni lampade MuscbI , 
Sit^sacer Ule locus ^ nee quis temerarius amit 

' Sdcriiegd turbare manu venerabile bustum. 

'*^ Iniacii manhant^ maneant per scecula dulces 
L/OWLEii cmeres^ servenique tifwiobile saxum^ 

hufS!»)'ipiwyi^9X'^e Ashes of.4 friend- may lie^undis. 
^r^becU andithal the divifiHiea^ that iaiiroiu'Qd-kimhk 
lUftilifeiy ti^ywateh for ^^r round lii^i, ta piies^^ie 
^i»itOHt]bifi}o«k violation) /and driyei sa€ril^/afi^)% 
i^iOnly iratib»al :Mi hka wiM> believes thetsSoidiii^ 
»Miedi Jo rtbe repose of the body^ and iU^.p^iVirv 
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wMnk lieifif«k«s for ito proteotion able te(>prlMrvo 
i^i...X^ 4xmwt^^wih expremdiia 9B .cMiUttwtyto tell* 
p0)i, ar«flireBiaiii« odieathen tupcmititmi^.vOnUI te 
$Wk'gtefii ft degree of serrerity* I eODiemn* ihooi' 
on)}( M uninstriicliTfi and ttii4li<QcUflg«>iistO(^{liid«b 
ci^iiis iot xororencc or griflf^ for obrtetiAtiitji.itttdja' 
tonifilB. '- .- 1 . 'i<. .{.«> 

That tke designs oiid deooratibiiS'Of motiuttidnlb 
ought iikewiseto be formed with die«ani^ r^gtiMlMM^ 
the solemnity of the place, cannoi be dieaied s if is. an 
established principle, that all ornaments owe th«it^ 
beanty to their propriety. The same glitter of dre^ 
tliat adds graces to gaiety and youth, would mak« 
age and dignity contemptible. Charon with hiK boat 
is far from heightening the awful grandeur of the 
universal judgment, though drawn by Angelo him- 
self; nor is it easy to imagine a greater absiirdity 
than that of gracing the walls o^ a christian temple 
with the figure of Mars leading a hero to battle, or 
Cupids sporting round a Virgin. The pop^ who de. 
faced the statues of the deities at the tomb of San« 
nazarius is, in my opinion, more easily to be de£pnd« 
ed, than he that erected them. 

It is, for the same reason, improper to address^ the 
fimiAiti' <to die passenger, a castom which ah' ibj#- 
4ii;iotia) teneratldn for antiqaity introdueed ag^iirsiit 
^Hie'revital of ietterrs, a*d which, among many vthertf, 
Fttss^ratius suffered to mislead him in his Evivurrtt 
Hkpcm thef 'heart of Henry ^ &ing of Pra!ndey .whot'waB 
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|ip^^^fl ^j.C^jspt the rnpnk, which yet deserr^j^^' 
l^.fQ^e^t^dj.fQr th^ .sake of, shewing how be^utifui. 
^y^pji^prop^ieties. may become, iH the hands of a 
jjp^wr^Uf*. 

■ i-' • Adita^ viator^ ei dole regum vices, 
.r ■ I ' : \Ccfr Regi^ i^to' c»ndi$9tr sub marmore^ 
;;'-<».;• • ^aijusra G&lliH^ jura Sarmatis dedit. 

Tectiis cucuUo hunc sustnlit sicarius. • 

= .; /T " Mi^jJiiitor^ei dole regum vkes. ' 

In the monkish ages, however ignorant and un. 

?61ished, the Epitaphs were drawn up with far 
greater propriety than can be shewn in those Which. 

more enlightened times have produced. 

t, ' * • ' ' ■ •» • 

Oraie pro Anhna — miserrimi PeocatorWy / • 

Was an address to the last degree striking and' so* 
}emii, ks it fiowed' naturia,lly from the religion then 
belie*Tcd, dhd awakened in the reader sentiments of 
benevolence for the deceased, and of concern for hijs 
own ha^ptness. There was nothing trifling or ludi- 
crous, nothing that dii not tehcl to the noolest enJ^ 
the piop^gation bf' piety and thc^iner^se of tt^Vbtion. 
It may. seem vv;eFy\superftudu8 to lay it'doV^ as the 
ftrst rule for writine Epitaphs, that thename of the 
oeceased is not to be omitted : nor should I have 
thought such a precept necessary, had not the practice 
of the greatest writers snewn, that it has not been suf-^ 
nciently regarded, in most of the poetical Epitaphs* 
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tli6 Parties for trhoin th&y' were compcisei, liwi^'Be 
^btighth) nb purpose, being oAly pfefiked bii th^^inii. 
IhiiA^eYrif. Tcf expose the absurdity bf tbls omfsilon; 
it 18 only necessary to ask how the £piTA^tts/it1i(!6& 
have outlived the ston^ on which. thiJy wtere in- 
scribed, , would have contrlbntedtaihd mfcrrmation 
cf posterky, had they wasted th^ naiii6»v^f thoso 
whom they celebrated. < . ' ^ 

In drawing the character of the deceased, there are 
no rules to be observed which do not equally relate to 
oiher compositions. The praise ought nbt tp be ge^^ 
neral, because the mind is lost in the extetd of any 
inde^nite idea, and cannoi; be affected with what It 
cannot comprehend. When we hear only of a good 
or gretft man, we kvow not^ lo Whstfclats' to place 
him| nor have any notion of his character, distiocl 
frofn that of a thousand others; his example can ^a^v^ 
no ^ffect upon our conduct, as we have not)|itig re^ 
tnj^rks|ble or eminent to propose to our imitation.--^ 
it'he Epitavh compOiSed by Ennius. for his own tomb, 
has both the faults last mentioned : .. 

^ Mil" 1'' rp •• ' 1 ' ■ .. T-, '^^ 1 ' ^ ■ ■ -I ' • • • - . " ^ 

■ " ' i 

The reader of this Epitaph receives scs|rce anv 

ifea from it; he neither conceives any veneration 

Ibr die knan io wliom U belongs, nor is instructed hw 

wbat'meibods ibifl liskiwi reputation is to 'heolN 
^'ned' ' '' " ''^^'' ' ' ' ' "T~?;BTr.ooT flUiiiOO 
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Though ft sepulchral Inseriptioti is professecRy A 
panegyric, and^therefore, not confined to historicai 
impartiality^vyet it ought always to he written ^th 
regard to tr^Am No man ought to be counuended 
for Tirtues which he neyer possessed, but who/^veisiSr 
ciinous to know his faults must inquire after them,ia 
olher places ; the monuments of the dead are not in* 
tended to perpetuate the memory of crimes, but to 
etfalbfil: )Kttl6rii9 of tifttte. On the tomb of Maecenas 
hiitluxnry* is- not- to be mentioned with his munifi* 
ceiice, nor fs the proscription tb find a^ place on the 
monument of Augustus. 

<The t»6Bt subject for Epitaphs is private virtue ; 
tirtue exerted in the same circumstances in which the 
bulk of mankind are placed, and which^ therefore, 
may admit of many imitators. He that has delirered 
his country from oppression, or freed the world 
from ignorance .and error, eaa excite the emulation 
of a very small number ; but he that has' repelled the 
temptations Qf ppirjeirty, and disdained to free himself 
from distress it the expense of his virtue, omy ani* 
mate multitudes, by his example, to the same firm- 
ne^s'ioif heart and steadiness of resolution. 

Of '&As Kind I cannot forbear the mention of two 
Greek inscriptions ; one upon a man whose writings 
ar«.^lfcapfrny the other upon* a person whoife m^- 
mor^J»'|Nreser#ed oaiy in her fipriAiPtf, who bb^H 
liYA^fit slaverjTytha. most csdamitous estate ill' humait ' 
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«' Xbslitta, who iti her life could only ilave her bodr 
enslaTed, liow ' finds her body likewise set at Ij. 
forty."- 

It is impossible to read this Efxta^^ jfithiCM^t iNsing » 
animated to bear the evils of life wUh5Confijta»<iy,iaiKli 
to support the dignity of human nature under the^ 
most pressing afflictions, both by the example oC the 
heroine, whose grave we behold, and the prospect of 
that state in which, to use the language of the m* 
spired writers, « The poor cease from, their Jabours, 
and the weary be at rest."— 

The other is uponEpictetus, theStoic {AitoAopher: 
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Skfvus Epictetus^ mutilatus corpora viri 
Pnuperiequ^ Irusy curaque prima Deum. ' 

^< Epictetus, who lies here, was a slave and. a.,crippjefn 
jpooc as the beggar in the proverb,! aofl ihef^' 
Tourite of Heaven." 

lu t^i« distich h comprised the noblest psh^^ytic, 
ai^ tfce most important Utstjrucdwi. We m^y ietm 
'^SWJij <*M Wla« b imlnracticaiile in. no eotidlti^; ' 
rince Epictetus could recommend himself ta the regai^ ' 
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of heareiv smidst tlie temptations of poterty ttct 
slarerj : slayeiy, ^hich lias always been found sa de-* 
•tmcliv^ to virtttb, tiiat in many langaages a slate aad 
a thief are expressed by. the same word. And we may* 
be likewise admonished by it^ not to lay any stress on a 
man's outward circumstances, in making an estimate 
of his real value, since £pictetn«, the beggar, the erip- 
pie, and the slare, was the favourite of heaven.) 



<< Whxn I look upon the tombs of tKe great, ever^ 
emotion of envy dies in me ; when I read the epitapba 
of the beautiful, every inordinate desire goes out ; 
when I meet with the grief of parents, upon a tomb^ 
stone, my heart melts with compassion ; when I see 
the tomb of the parents themselves, I considerihe Ya^ 
n|ty of grieving for those, whom they must quickly 
follow. When I see kings lying by those who de« 
posed them ; when I consider rival wits placed side 
by side ; or the holy men, that divided the ^orld 
with their contests and disputes ; ,1 reflect, with sor- 
row and astonishment, on the little competitions, 
factions, and debates of mankind. When I read 
the several dates of the tombs, of some that died yes- 
terday, and some six hundred years ago, I consider 
that great day, when we shall all of us be contepi^ 
porarieS) and make our appearance together." 

AnnisoN^^ 



EPITAPHS, Ac. 



CHURCH OF .SAN SALVADOR, OVIEDO. 

At ^ etttraace of this church is a most lerainrkaliia 
taiit>i^i«cled by a prince named Sii*o, with a yery 
ci^iops Latin inscription, which may be read t^o 
hundred and seventy ways, beginning with the capital 
in the' centre. 

SltO VRINCEPS FECIT. ^ r 

TICEP8PE C It-C B P8FBCIT 
T C E F 8 F E O N I K-C-& P S> F E C I 
GEFSFECNI RI N CEPSFEC 
.SFSPSCNIR P R INCEPSFS 
• FSPECNIRPO PRINCEPSF' 
8PECNIRP0 h OPRINCE PS 
PECNIRPOI. I LOPRIVCEP 

BCiriRPOtrS'^®'*^''*^^ 
PBCNIRPOI^ILOPRINCEP 

''8PEClfIRPOI.OPRtVCEP8 

' J^SPECNIRPOPRIKCEPSF 

^ EFSPECNIRPRlSrCEFBFB 

' ' C E F S P E CVlRIircEPS f • B C 

iC'EFS PECN I N CEPS FECI" 

T*ICEFSPECNCEPSFEC1T 

On the tomb are inscribed these letters : 

H* 8« £• 8. S« T« T* Xi* 

ynAch are ^e initials of the following Latin wetds : 

Hie saw est Scfe, sii tibi terra l^u. 
In ^i^|j«jb : 

Here lies Silo— may the earth lay light upon him.** 

TOL. I. B 



u 



2 



. ON A LADT. 

EqiIAL, as age advanced, her yirtues grew, 

And Heaven, her aim, still nearer shone in view ; 

So great th' increase, at length, faith changed to sight^ 

And the full prospect beamM intensely bright ; 

Mortality oppressed, no more could bear, 

But sunK to rest, and sleeps in silence here. 
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ON J. B ^D. ESQ. , 

Late Alderman of I), 

Here, fast asleep, upon his back. 
By death extended, lies plump JocAr, 
A sleeper ne'er to be forgot, 

Renown'd as Ch y^ or as Trott, 

Oft has he slept (we've heard him snore) 
Within these sacred walls before ; 
Yet, charm'd awhile by Morpheus' rod, 
He soon shook off the feeble God^ 
And soon Tictofious 'gan to rise. 
And yawn, and stare, and rub his eyes. 
Now vanquish'd quite, behold him fall, 
Attacked by sleep, and death, and all. 
Be serious Muse. — The day will come 
When he, fresh risiiig from this tomb, 
^hall life and other realms explore 
And wake^ to die^ to sleep ao more. 
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ON MR. ROGERS, Jun«- 

OF C^LQUCESTERSHIRE. 

Of gentle blood, his parents only treasurCj 

Their lasting sorrow, and their vanished plerfSure: 

Adorn'd with features, virtue, wit, and grace, 

A large provision for so short a race ! 

More moderate gifts might have prolong'd his datey 

Too early fitted for a better state : 

But knowing Heaven his home, to shun delayi 

He leap'd o'er age, and took a shoirter way/ 
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ON THE EARL OF HAI^IFAX. 

By Ambrose Phillips, . 

Weeping o'er thy sacred urn, 
Ever shall the Muses mourn ; 
Sadly shall their numbers flow, 
Ever elegant in woe. 
Thousands, nobly born, shall die, 
Thousands in oblivion lie ; 
Names which leave no track behind, 
Like the clouds before the wind, 
Whfcn the dusky shadows pass, 
Lightly fleeting o'er the grass : 
But, O Halifax ! thy name 
' Shall through ages rise in fame ; 
Sweet remeinbra ce shalt thou find, 
iweet m eviery noble miad- 
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ST; MTCHAEL'S, WOOD^TREET. 

John Casy^ ef this parish, whose dwelling was 
In the north corner house as to Lad Lane you pass. 
For batter knowledge, the name it hath now. 
It is eaJl'd aild J^n^wn by the name of the Plow 
Out of that house yeerely did geeve 
l* wen tie shilling s-to the poore, their neede to relceye ; 
Which money the tenant must yeerelie pay 
To the parson and churchwardens on St, Thomas day. 
The heir of that house, Thomas Bowrman by name, 
Hath since, by his deed, confirined the same. 
Whose Ipve to the poore doth thereby appeare, 
And after his death' shall live many a yeere. 
Therefore in your life do good while yee may, 
That when meagre Death shall take you away, 
Yee may. live and like-famed as Ca$y and Bowrman^ 
For he that do^h well, shall be never a poor maa. 



ST. JOHN'S, WESTMINSTER., 

t ■' ' ' 

Here lyeth Humphrey Gosling^ df London^ 'Ointner^ 

Of the Whyt Hart^ of this parish^ a neighbour ; 

Of yertnous behaviour ; a very good archer ; 

And of h6nest mi^4v^;gpod cc^mpa^y keeper. 

So well inclyned to poor and rich, 

God setid m6re CrosUngs to be sich. 
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ON SIR ALBERTUS MORETON^ 

AND HIS LADY. 

<J/c first defparted ; She for one day. try'd • 
To live without him, — 'lik'd it not, and dy'd. 



ST. MARGARET'S, LONPON. 

Body. I, Mary Pawsofiy ly b^w slepying; 
SouLE. I, Mary Powson^ sit above wakings 
J. f We hope to meete again iritk gtoiy doath'd^ 
*»0TH, 1^ ry,^^^ ^f^ Pamon be for erer btoaed* . » 

• ■ ' ♦ 

111 nmm 

m ran biocess o# 
ROCHESTER. 

On **•* Palmer^ of Orford, Esquire, ♦•♦•^ 

Palmers all our faders were, 

I, a Palmer, lived here, 

And trauyPd still, 'till worn wyth age, 

I ended this world's pylgramage^ 

On the Myst assention day 

tn the cherfnl nDonth of May; 

A thousand wyth fowr iiandryd seuen, 

AndtaplCfc my jorney )iense to Heuen. 



ON A GRAVESTONE, 

In the Ruins of an old Church, near Btwtgifon^rgen^ 

ItUWixIJBiin.X'M.IJTI B "- -- - 

TiMlEiwii% I 9t6od whefethoQ dostJiqw, 
And yiewM the dead as thon dost me ; 
Ere long thou'It lie as low as I, 
And' others stand and look on thee. 
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ON A YOUNG ROSCIUS, 

IN WE flEI&N OF QUEEN ELIZABETH. 

By Ben Jonson, 

*S. p. K CfiiLD Of QUEtN £LIZASETH*S CHAPEL: 

Weep \dt!i Due all yon that Tew! 

This little story ; 
And know for whom a tear you shed, — 

Death's self is sorry. 
'Twas a child that did so thriye 

In age and feature, 
As Heay'n and Nature seem'd to strire. 

Which own'd the creature. 
Yeeres he numbered scarce thirteen) 

When Fates tum'd cruel, 
Yet three full zodiacks had he beeft 

The stage's jewel. 
And did act, what now we moane, 

Old men so duely, 
As sooth the Parcas thought him otie^ 

He plaid so truely. 
So by error, to his fate, 

They all consented ; 
But viewing him since, alas, too late, 

They have repented. 
And have sought, to give new birth. 

In bathes to steep him ; 
But being so much too good for earth, 

Heaven vows to keep him. 

* Most likely Sal Pay y,. who bad a part iti Cynihla^t Hevtlt, and 
tiic Poetaster, 



ON LADY VENUSIA DIQBY. 

By Randolph* 

Beauty itself lies here, in whom alone 

Each part enjoy 'd the sati^ perfection. 

In some the eyes W£ pradse,' in sopae tiie hair ; 

In her the lips, in her the cheeks are fair ; 

That nymf^'s fine feet, her hands we beauteous call; 

But in this form we praise no part, but all. 

The ages past have many beauties shown, 

And I more plenty in aur time have known : 

But in the age to come I look for none ; 

Nature despairs, because the p^tern's gone. 



A TB.UE RSPORT OF 

MRS. ISABELLA HARINGTON, 

, Mother of the Translator of Orlando 
Furioso, 4rc. 

A BODY chast, a virtuous mind, 
A temperat toung, an humble hart, 

Secret and wise, faithful and kind, 

Plaine without guile, mllde without art, 

A friend to peace, a foe to strife, 

A spotiesse maid, a matchlesse wife. 



.. . Ill I''.' ^iiJia- 



ON JOHN MILLS. 

Here lies John MiUs^ who over hills 
PuTSu'd the hounds with hollow ; 
Xhe leap t)io' high, from earth to skie, 
The huntsman we must follow. 
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ON WILLIAM THE THIRD. 

By Dr. Watts. 

Beneath these horForfl of a tomb 
Greatness in hnmble ruin lies ; 
(How earth confines in narrow room 
; What heroes leaye beneath the skies !) 

Preserve, O yenerable pile ! 

, Inviolate th j sacred trust ; 
To ^j cold arms the Br&ish isle, 

Weeping, comniits her richest dnst* 

Ye gendest ministers of fate ! 

Attend the monarch as he lies, 
And bid the softest slumbers wait, 
i| With silken cords to bind his eyes. 

Rest his dear sword beneath his head ; 
. Round him his faithful arms shall staM j 
Fix hn bright ensigns on his bed, 
The guards and honours of our l^tii. 



\ 



Ye sister arts of paint and yerse, 
Plate JRnon falnfihg by his side { 

^H^r c^0fin9*arising o'er the heane, 
And-Be(gpto sinkikig^wheh he died/ 



»• v'. 



• _ 

High o'er the grave Religion set, 

In solemn gold ; pronounce ihe ground 
$acred, to bar unhallowed feet, 
' And plant her guardian virtues round. 



Fair Idhertii^m sables drest^ 

Write bis loy^d name upon bis urn ; 
<< William the scourge of tyrants ^ast^ 
'' And awe of Princes yet unbomJ*^ 

Sweet Peace his sacred reliques keep^' 
With oliTes blooming round her head ; 

And stretch her wiogs across the deejp^ 
To bless the nations with the shade. 

« 

f tand on the pile, immortal Fame ! 

Broad stars adorn thy brightest r<)be! . 
Thy^thousand Toices sound his name^ 

In silver accents, round the globe. 

Flatt'ry shall faint beneath the sound^ 
While hoary Truth inspires the song ; 

Envy -grow pale and bite the ground, 
And Slander gnaw her forky tongue. 

Night and the Grave remove your gloen^ 
Darkness becoines the vulgatf dead i 

But Glory bids the royal tomb 
Disdain the horrors of a shade. 

Glorjf, with all her lamps, shall burn ! 

And wiitch the Warrior's sleeping cUjf i, 
Till the last Truippet rouse! his urn. 

To aid the triumphs of the day- 

? •• . '"• ' •■ 



*'.:. 



vmUo*?. '::••»»' 'M' 



I 



I 



i 



111 
i: 



i ill! 



10 



ON A GENTLEMAN. 

Why start ? the case is yours, or will be soon ; 
Some years perhaps, perhaps another moon : 
Life, in its utmost span, is still a breath, 
And those who longest dream must wake in death. 
Like you, I once thought ey'ry bliss secure^ 
And gold of ey'ry ill the certain cure : 
Till, steep'd in sorrows, and besieg'4 with pain^ 
Too late I found all earthly riches rain ; 
Disease, with scorn^ threw back the sordid fee, 
Aifd Death still answer'd, '' What is gold to me?" 
Fame, titles, honour, glory, n«xt I sought, 
And fools obsequious nurs'd the childish thought. 
Circled with brib'd applause, and purchas'd praise, 
I built on endless pleasure, endless days; 
Till death awak'd me from a dream of pride^ 
And laid a prouder beggar by my side. 
Pleasure I courted, and obeyM my taste ; 
The banquet smil'd, and smil'd the gay repast : 
A loathsome carcase was my constant care, 
And worlds were ransack'd but for me to share. 
Go on, poor wretch ! to iuxary be firm ; 
But, know,'! feasted, but — to feast a worm. 
Already, sure, less terrible 1 seem ; 
And you, like me, will own that life's a dream* 
Farewel ; remember, nor my words desjMse, 
The only happy are the early wise. 



5=3r 



NORTHLEIGH. 

All you that told lies of my mother and me^ 
Com£ to my grave and 8ee« 



ir 



ON RICHAUD THE THIRD. 

Buried at Leicester, by Order and at the Expenee of King 

Henry the Seventh. 

I, WHO an laid beneath this marble .stone, 
Richard the Third, possessed the British throne. 
My country's guardian in my nephew's claim, 
By trust betray'd I to the kingdom came. 
Two years and sixty days, save two, I reigu'd. 
And braTely strove in fight ; but unsustain'd 
My English left me in the luckless field, 
"Wliere I to Henry's arms was forced to yield* 
Yet at his cost my corse this tomb obtainsj 
Who piously -interr'd me, and ordains 
That regal honours wait a king's remailis. 
Th' year thirteen hundred was and eighty-foury 
The twenty-first of August^ when its power, 
And all its rights, I did to the red rose restore. 
Reader, whoe'er thou art, thy prayers bestow, 
T' atone my crimes, and ease my pains beLow. 



BY MALLET. 



This humble grave^ tho' no proud structures grace^ 
Yet truth and goodness ^sanctify the place : 
Yet blameless virtue that adorn'd thy bloom, 
Lamented maid ! now weeps upon thy tomb, 
O 'scap'd from Jife, O safe on that calm shore, 
Where sin, and pain, and passion are no more ! 
What never wealth could buy, nor power decree, 
Regard ai^d pity, wait sincere on thee ; , ^. 

Lo ! soft remembrance drops a pious tear; 
And holy friendship stands a mourner here. 



t 
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ON SIMON TAYLER, ESQ. 

Receiver General/or Norfolk, 

Pensive pferusc, and keep, where'er thou art, 
' This wholesome lesson treasur'd In thy heart : 

jj Tho' io^ the" wealth the heart humane be joih*d; 

]l And all thie bless*d benerolence of mind ; 

Tho^ Widows hail thee, as thon moVst aloti^, 
And orpnatts join in the celestial song ; 
[n blooming youth, adorn''d Vith erery grace, 
%i6iilbbteik bfTi^pring of a human race ; 
The virtues from thy ]parehh( handed down^ 
Kept and idbreas'd with thousands bf thy own r 
To ask thy stay,-tha' evUry streaming eye, 
And ev'ry hand were lifted to the sky ; 
In the same track witibi Tayler thovL must tread. 
And join the number of the worthy dead. 

»i i II. ii Ml I iit n i l, I ii..'.uii aa >. ' . «- f 

, ON LORD.BALMKRINO. 

HtRfe l!es a'Baron.bcrtd i take c^re J 
; There maybe treason ih* a tear. • 
'' 'Atidyet'mjr^rfAttrtnay'fittdt'ooth, * '" ' 

Where ^ttktev 'folks jSibtL'i always toite; - 

,*i't ''■ '<■ •<• / /• ,» I" ti ■ , \ ,( , f 

•> « . n ii I mini I nil 11 V Mm^9^ ' «.-..( ;. 

ON TTAyiiO L PH P E 'i'E R , 

^ ' « > > OfOriei, ilk t^aJter. '^ ^ - • 

Whoe'er you are, tread softly, I entreat yon, 
For if hQ i^aii09 to- wake, be 6ur« fie'li eat you* 



^ 
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ON MASTBR NEWiSERt. 

I 

ByC.BmarU 

HENqi^Fq^Tff bp ^iVj^jr teAder tear sjuppfiest^ . a 
Or let^ys, weep for joy th^-t he is bles^; ,. , . r 
Froa^ grfpf to b^ss, from earth, to Jieav^ajen^oy'^^^ 
His mem^rT. honourM, as his liife beloy'd- . • f 

That heart} o'er which' no e^U e'er l^ad.^pow^^r ; .. i 
That disposition, sickness qould; not sonr 1 i / 
That sense, so oft to rip^. jiears denied ! ' . 
That patience, heroes might have own'd with pr|de I 
His painful race undauntedly he ran, 
And on th' eleventh winter dy'd a man. 



BY DEAN SWIFT. 



Here lies a round woman, who thought mighty odd 
Ev'ry word that"Bfae iieant in thistjlnrreh about Gbd^ 
To convince her of God the good Dean did.endeaTOur, 
But still in her heart l^e heid'nalurS morh clever ^ 
Tho' he talk,'d muph of viiptue, her hea4 alwu^rs run 
Upon something or ott^er she found better /un. 
For the dame, l^y her skill in afairs astrpnomical, . 
Imagined to liye in tjicf oloud? wa^ but comical. 
In this world she despis'd ev'ry soul she met here. 
And BOW she's in t' othof ohe thinks k'bnt queer* 



, I J ■ i i jl !.i(.'M;' ^. 1 /r) 

ON SIR JOHN VANBRUGH, 

\ Thu Architect. o, . .-. .. ,vv 

> LrEUgki upon kim eartKl tho!he.' > . i^ 
Laid many a heav^ load on thee. 
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teLANpFORD, DORSET. 

By Chrislopher Pill 
ON HIS FATHER, HOTIIER, AND BROTHER. 

Ye sacred spirits, while your friends distress'^. 
Weep o'er your ashes, and lament the bless'd ; 
O let the pensive Muse inscribe this stone, 
And with the gen'ral sorrow mix her own ; 
The pensiTe Muse I who from this maurnfal hour 
Shall raise her voice, and wake the string no more! 
Of loTe, of duty, this last pledge receife, 
'Tia all a brother, all a son can give. 



ON RICHARD SAVAGE, 

THE UNFORTUNATE POET, 

FnoM pamp in mind, and meanness in estate, 

From rebel passions, still at war with fate, 

Now manumis'd, th' unequal strife is o'er, 

Kix'd b his fate, his hopes and fears no more. 

Peace to his soul I wuh ; 1 hope it too ; 

Since in his crimes his punishments we view : 

Lt:ft to remorse by .rage, to scorn by pride, 

To friendship wrong'd, a martyr, when he dy'd.* 

Oh blam'd yet mourn'd, despis'd yet honour'd shade, 

No more thy fame shall spread a chequer'd shade. 

Thy fanks shall perish, all thy worth shall shine^ 

For frailty's mortal, — excellence divine ; 

O'er all the rest, while dark oblivion flows, 

I>ate times shall know thy birth, thy lays, thy woes. 

Shall read, admire, compassionate, and praise, 

And while tiiey give, with tears bedew the bays. 



icauadrel, whi(li ihe unbappy Savace did notlong'su 



S th* 
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BY BEN JONSON. 



What beauty would haye lovely styl'd, 
What manners pretty, nature mild. 
What wonder perfect, all were fill'd 
Upon record in this blest child. 
And till the coming of the soul 
To fetch the flesh, we keep the roll. 



BY BEN JONSON. 

. Reader, stay ; 
And if I had no more to say, 
But here doth lay till the last day 
All that is left of Philip Gray, 
It might your patience richly pay : 
For if such men as he could die, 
What surety of life have you and I ? 



Ask not who ended here his span ; 
His name, reproach and praise ! was Mait. 
Did no great deeds adorn his course ? 
No deeds of his but s^iow'd him worse, 
One thing was great, which God supply'd, 
He sufFer'd human life, and dy'd. 
What points of knowledge did he gain ? 
That life was sacred all — and vain. 
Sacred, how high — and vain, how low — ► 
He knew not her^, — but dy'd to know. 
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ON GAY THE POET; 

By Popcm 

WiLL then, poor Gay lies underground ! 

So there's an end of honest Jack ! 
So little justice here he found, 

'Tis ten to one he'U ne'er come back.* 



SITTINGBOURNE. 



I WAS as yee be, now in dust and clay, 

Have mercy bnmj sowl yat bowght hit with yi 
blodde, 

For Elisabeth of Cherite a paternoster say, 
Sumtyme9 I was the wyff of Edmonoe Poodde. 



ST. PAUL'S CATHEDRAL. 

ON SIR PHILIP SIDNEY, Knt. 

Who received his Death at a Battle near Zutphen^ in Get- 
derland, September 22, 1586. 

England^ Netherlands the Heavens^ and the Arts^ 
The Sotddiers and the World haye made sixe parts 
Of noble Sidney ; for who will suppose, 
That a small heape of stones can Sidney inclose ! 

England hath his 6oc^, for she it fed ; 
Netherland his bloud, in her defence shed : 
The Heavens havehis soule^ the Jrts have his/am^, 
The Souidiers the grief e, the Worlde his good namt. 



I 
I 

WESTHINSTSR ABB^T. 

EDMUND, DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. 

Who died in the 19th Year of his Age, 1785, , , 

% Pope. 

Ip modest youth, with cool reflection crown'fl, 
And erery opening virtue blooming round, 
Could save a parent's justest pride from fate, 
Or add one patriot to a sinking state ; 
This weeping marble had not ask'd thy tear, 
Or sadly told how many hopes lie here ! 
The Hiring Tirttie now had shone ap[M*OT'd, 
The senate heard him, and his country loT''d. 
Yet softer honours, and less noisy fame. 
Attend the shade of gentle Buckingham : 
In whom a race for courage fam'd, and art, 
Ends in the milder merit of the heart ; 
And, chiefs or sages long to Briicun giv'n, 
Pays the last tribute of a saint to heav'n. 



Fhe foHomng Lines j on the above Nobleman^ I met 
with in Manuscript ; but I do not know the Author. 

Hai^9 Patriot Youth ! lost in life's bloom, 
, . In yirtue's shrine with honour sleep ; 
While at the consecrated tomb 
'T^jB Muses and the Graces weep. 

But nerer shall thy mem'ry die. 

All at iky Vi^v^ A»ll **^ revere ; 
NTWyia,tmiQyirs yforiixj sl^all heave a sigh, 
^ ,1 Wbi) UrMain love»> shall drop a tear. 

VOL. I. c 
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A A A 

Here lies little ^ttt j * J^rd deep or more, 

That never lay quiet or silent before. 

Her head always working, her tongue always 

prating, 
And the pulse of her heart continually beating, 
To the utmost extremes of loving and hatipg. 
Her reason and humour were always at strife, 
And yet she performed all the duties of life, 
An excellent friend, and a pretty good wife. 
So indulgent a lover, that no man could say 
Whether Patty or Mint a did rule or obey. 
For the government changed some ten times a day. 
At the hour of her birth some lucky star gave her 
Wit and beauty enough to have lasted for ever, 
But Fortune still froward where Nature is kind, 
A narrow estate maliciously join'd 
To a truly great genius and right noble mind. 
Her body was built of such superfine clay, 
That at length it grew brittle for want of allay : 
Her soul then too busy on some foreign affair, 
Of its own pretty dwelling took so little care. 
That the tenement fell for want of repair. 
Now far be from hence the fool and the knave, 
But let all that pretend to be witty or brave. 
Whether generous friend, or amorous slave 
Contribute some tears to water her grave. 



ON A FAT PHYSICIAN. 

Take heed, O good traveller, and do not tread hard. 
For here lies Dr. Str-tf-rd^ in aU this church yard 
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ST, PETER'S, NORWICH, 

Here lyeth John Bridge, under this marbil ston, 
Whos sowle our Lord Jesu haye mercy upon ;. 
For In this worlde, worthily he lived many a day, 
And here hys bodi ys beried, and cowched under clay. 
Lo ! frendis fre, whateter ye be, pray for me, I you 

pray, 
As ye may se, in soch degre, so schal ye be, another 

day. 



OLD GREY FRIERS, EDINBURGH. 

ON JOHN MILNE. 

Who died December Z% 1667, aged 56. 

Great artisan, grave senator, John Milne, 

Renowned for learning, prudence, parts, and skill ^ 

Who in his life Vitruyius' art had shown, 

Adorning other monuments ; his own 

Can have no other beauty than his name. 

His memory, and everlasting fame. 

Rare man he was, who could unite in one, 

Highest and lowest occupation ; 

To sit with statesmen, counsellor to kings. 

To work with tradesmen In mechanic things. 

Majestic man, for person, wit, and grace, 

This generation cannot fill his place. 

Reader, John Milne, who maketh the fourth John, 

And by descent from father unto son. 

Sixth naster-mason to a royal race 

Of seven snccessiTe kings, sleeps in this place. 



( 
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ST. PANCkAS, LONDOK. 

ON AN ATTORNEY. 

Here lies one, believe it If you can, 
Who, tho' an attorney, was an honest man ; 
The gates of Heav'n for him will open wide, 
But will be shut 'gainst all the tribe beside. 



NARDEN. 



O Lord my SauiouT and herenly Maker, 
HaTe mercy on me ^Elisabeth Graistock and 
Daker. 



■Ua 



ON MRS. ELIZABETH CORBETT. 

By Pope, 

ST. MARGARET'S, WESTMINSTER. 

Who died at Paris, March 1st, 1724, of a Cancer in 

•her Breast. 

Here rests a woman, go>od without pretence. 
Blest with plain reason, and with sober sense ! 
No conquests she, but o'er herself desir'd, 
No arts essay'd, but not to be admir'd. 
Passion and pride were to her soul unknown^ 
Convinc'd that virtue only is our own. 
So unaffected, so composed a mind ; 
So firm, yet soft ; so strong, yet so refin'd ; 
HcaT'n, as its purest gold, by tortures try'd, 
The saint sustained it, but the woman dy'd. 

* Lady Elizabeth NEviLL,anddaughterto the Lord Dakfx, 
and Dame Anne Graistock. 
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ON THE YOUNG LORD MOUNT-CASHBL. 

By Mrs. Barber, 

Children are snatcht away sometimes^ 
To punish parents for their crimes ; 
Thy mother's merit was so great. 
Heaven hasten 'd thy untimely fate, 
To make her character complete. 
Tho' many virtues fiU'd her breast, 
'Twas Resignation crowned the rest. 



FOR ONE WHO WOULD NOT BE BURIED 
IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

By Bope* 

Heroes and kings ! your distance keep ; 
In peace let one poor poet sleep, 
Who never flattered folks like you, 
Let Horace blush, and Virgil too. 



ST. LAWRENCE, JURY, LONDON. 

ON WILLIAM BIRD. 

Who died October flnd^ 1698, aged 4 Tears, 

One charming Bird to Paradise is flown, * 
Yet are we not of comfort quite bereft : 

Since one of this fair brood is still our own, 
And still to cheer our drooping souls is left 

This stays with us whUe that his fligjit doth take. 

That earth and skies may one sweet.concert jpake. 
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BY GRAY. 

Here rests his head upon the lap of earthy • 
A youth to fortune and to fame unkown ; 

Pair Science frown'd not on his humble birth. 
And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. 

Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere ; 

Heav'n did a recompence as largely send : 
Jle gave to Mis'ry — 'twas all he had — a tear ; 

He gain'd from Heav'n — 'twas all he wish'd- 
airiend. 

No farther seek his merits to disclose, 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode ^ 

(Where they alike in trembling hope repose) 
The bosom of his Father and his God. 



THUNDERIDGE IN THE YALE, HERTFORDSHIRE, 

ON ROGER GARDINER. 

Who died April 13^ 1658. Aged 21 Tears and 9 Monthg. 

Roger lies here before his hour. 

Thus does the Gardiner lose his flower. 



ON ROBIN MASTERS, 

An Undertaker. 

Here lieth Rohin Masters — Faith 'twas hard, 
To take away our honest Robin^s breath ; 

Yet surely Robin was full well prepar'^dj 
Robin was always looking out for Death* 
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' ON MISS **^. 

In dawn of life she wisely songfat her God, 

And the straight path of thorny yirtue trod ; 

In bloom of beauty humbly turned aside, 

The incense flatt'ry offer' d to her pride. 

In other's griefs a tender part she bore, 

And all the needy shar'd her little store ; 

Fond to oblige, too gentle to offend, 

BeloY'd by all, to all the good a friend : 

The bad she censur'd by her life alone, 

Blind to their faults^ severe upon her own. 

At distance view'd the world with pious dread, • 

And to God's temple for protection fled ; 

There sought that peace which Heay'n alone can give^ 

And learn'd to die ere others learn to live. 



ON ELIZABETH L. H. 

By Ben Jonsan, 

^4 Would'st thou hear what man can say 
In a little ? Reader, stay. . 
Underneath this stone doth lie. 
As much beauty as could die ; 
Which, when aliye, did harbour give 
To more virtue than doth live. 
If at all she had a fault. 
Leave it buried in this vault ; 

. One name was Elizabeth, 
fh* other, let it sleep with death ; 
Fitter where it dy'd to tell. 
Then that it liv'd at alL Farewell. 
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ON A PAIR OF 

NATURAL PHILOSOPHERS. 

Interr'd beneath this marble stone, 

Lie sauntering jAck and idle Joan ; 

While rolling threescoire years and one, 

Did round this globe their courses ruh ; 

If human things went ill or trell^ 

If changing empires rose or fell, 

The morning past, the erening catbe, 

And found this couple still the siime. 

They walkM, and ate, good folks ! what then? 

Why, then they walkM and ate ^aln. 

They soun|lly slept the night away ; 

They did just nothing all the day : 

And having buried children four, 

Would not -take pains to try for more* 

Nor sister either had, nor brother; 

They seem'd just tally'd for each olhet* 

Their morals and oeconomy 

Most perfectly they made agree; 

Each virtue kept its proper bound. 

Nor trespass'd on the other's ground. 

Nor fame, nor censure they regarded j ' 

They neither punish'd nor rewarded. 

He car'd not what the footman did ; 

Her maids she neither prais'd nor chid : 

So ev'ry servant took his course. 

And bad at first, they all grew woi'se, 

Slothful disorder fill'd his stable, 

And sluttish plenty deck'd her table. 

Their beer was strong ; their wine was port ; 

Their meal was large ; their grace Was short. 
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They gaye the poor the remnant meat, 
Just when it grew not fit to eat. 
They paid the church and parish rate, 
And took, but read not the receipt ; 
For which they claim'd their Sunday's due 
Of slumb'ring in an upper pew. 
No man's defects sought they to know, 
So never made themselves a foe : 
No man's good deeds did they commend. 
So never rais'd themselves a friend. 
Nor cherish'd they relations poor, 
That might decrease their present store ; 
Nor barn nor house did they repair ; 
That might oblige their future heir. 
They neither added, nor confounded, 
They neither wanted, nor abounded. 
Each Christmas they accounts did clear, 
And wound their bottom round the year. 
Nor tear nor smik did they employ, 
At news of public grief or joy. 
When bells were rung, and bonfires made, 
If ask'd, they ne'er denied tk^r aid ; 
Their jug was to the ringers carry 'd, 
Whoever either died or marry'd : 
Their billet at the fire was found. 
Whoever was depos'd or crown'd. 
Nor good, nor Imd, nor 'fools, nor wise, 
They would not }earn, nor could advise ; 
Without love, hatred, joy, or fear. 

They ted — a kind of as it were ; 

Nor wish'd, nor car'd, nor laugh'd, nor cry'd. 
And so they liv'd, and so they dy'd. 
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ST. BENNET's LONDON. 

ON KATHERINE PRETTYMAN'. 

Who died August 11, 1594. 

Here lyeth Katherine Prettymax, 

A mayde of seventeen yeeres ; 
In SuFFOLKE born, in Lond6x bred, 

As by her death appears. 
With Nature's gifts she was adorn'd, 

Of honest birth and kin, 
Her virtuous minde, with modest grace, 

Did lore of many win. 
But when she should, with honest match, 

Hare liv'd a wedded life. 
Stay there, quoth Joye, tiie world is nought^ 

For she shall be my wife. 
And Death, since thou hast done thy due, 

Lay nuptial rites aside. 
And follow her unto the grave. 

That should hare been your bride : 
Whose honest life, and faithful end, 

Her patience therewithal!, 
Doth plainly shew, that she with Christ, 

Now lives, and ever shall. 



Unmarr'd by trophies of the great and vain^ 
Here sleeps in silent tombs a gentle train ; 
No fplly wasted their paternal store. 
No guilt, no sordid av'rice made it more. 
With honest fame and sober plenty crown'd, 
They liv'd, and spread their cheering influence round. 
May he whose hand this pious tribute pays^ 
Receive a like return of filial praise ! 
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ON A LADY. 

Blush not, ye fair, to own me, but be wise. 

Nor turn from sad Mortality your eyes : 

Fame says, and Fame alone can tell how true^ 

I once was loTely, and belov'd like you. 

Where are my TOt'ries ? where my flatterers now? 

Fled with the subject of each lover's vow. 

Adieu ! the roses red and lilies white ; 

Adieu ! those eyes that made the darkness light : 

No more, alas ! that coral lip is seen^ 

Nor longer breathes the fragrant gale between. 

Turn from your mirror, and behold in me 

At once what* thousands can't or dare not see ; 

Unvarnish'd I the real truths impart, 

Nor here am plac'd, but to direct the hearts 

Survey me well, ye fair ones, and believe 

The grave may terrify, but can't deceive. 

On beauty's fragile state no more depend, 

Here youth and beauty, age and sorrow end : 

Here drops the mask ; here shuts the final scene ; 

Nor differs grave threescore from gajr fifteen : 

All press alike to that same goal the tomb. 

Where wrinkled Laura smiles at Chloe's bloom. 

When coxcombs flatter, and when fools adofe^ 

Learn here the lesson to be vain no more ; 

Yet virtue still against decay can arm^ 

And even lend mortality a charm. 



^ Here lies J. H. in etpectation of the day of 

^ judg^nent, 
^ What he was, that diiy will shew.^' 
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IN ST. MARIA NUOYA, NAPLES, IS AN ITALIAN* IN- 
SCRIPTIONy WHICH IN ENGLISH RUNS THUS. 

' I was what I am not. I am what I was not. 
* What I am thou shalt be. Spain gare me birth : 
^ Italy determined my fortune. Here I lie buried. 
' RopE&iGo Nunez de Palm a, 1597.' 



ON WILLIAM PRYNNE. 

By Butler, 

Here lies the corpse of William Prtnne, 

Bencher, late of Lincoln's- Inn, 

Who restless ran through thick and thin* 

This grand scripturient paper -spiller. 
This endless, needless margin-611er, 
Was strangely tost from post to pillar. 

His brain's career was never stopping. 
But pen with rheum of gall still dropping, 
Till hand o'er head brought ears to cropping, 

Nor would he yet surcease such themes, 
But prostitute new virgin reams, 
To types of his fanatic dreams. 

But while he this hot humour huggs, 
And for more length of tedder tugs. 
Death fang'd the remnant of his lugs. 
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CANTERBURY CATHEDRAL. 

Sacred to the Memory of 

WILLIAM PRUDE, Eq. 

Lieutenant'Colonel in the Belgick Wars : slain at the Siege 
of Maestricht, the 12 Suit/, 1632. 

Stand, Soldiers; ere you march byway of charge, 

Take an example here that may enlarge 

Your minds to noble actions. Here in peace 

Rests one whose life was war, whose rich increase 

Of fame and honour from his valour grew, 

Unbegg'd, unbought, for what he won he drew 

By just desert : having in service been 

A soldier till near sixty, from sixteen 

Years of his active life.: continually 

Fearless of death, yet still pr.epar'd td die 

In his religious thoughts : for 'midst all harms 

He bore as much of piety' as arms. 

Now, Soldiers, on, and fear not to intrude 

The gates of death, by example of this Prude. 



ST. GEORGE'S RATCLIFF CHURCH YARD. 

To the Memory of the learned and ingenious 

MR. DUGGAN, 

who died July 6th, 1777, aged 24 Years, 

Here rests a youth whom fate has snatch'd away, 

Just when his genius beam'd its flatt'ring ray ; 

But that's not all, his greatest merit shone, 

In moral precepts which were all his own ; 

The path of virtue ever he pursu'd, - 

And gloried in 'the act of doing good : 

Now o'er His grave each worthy friend replies. 

Clasping their friendly hands, <^Here Duggan lies." 
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ST. PAUL'S CATHEDRAL. 

IN MEMORY OF HENRY CROFT, 

Who died in 1609. 

Six lines this image shall delineate, 
Hight Croft, high borne, in spirit and irirtue high^ 
Approved, belov'd, a knight, stout Mars his mate, 
Loye's fire, war's flame, in heart, head, hand and eye; 
Which flame, war's comet, grace now so refines. 
That fixt in heaven, in heaven and earth it shines, 

PROSOPOFEIA. > 

The womb and tomb in name be not so near. 
As life to death, and birth is to the bier : 
Oh then how soon to bier are captains brought, 
That now do live, and die now with a thought ; 
Then captains stay and read, still think on me. 
For with a thought, what I am, you may be. 

As Mars near Mors doth sound, 

So Mors near Mars is found. 



ON MACKLIN, THE PLAYER. 

Who died at the advanced Age of one hundred and seven 
Years, two Months, and ten Days, He lies in the Chancel 
o/*CovENT Garden Church. 

Here lies the Jew 
That Shakespeare drew. 

These lines were given by Mr. Pope, as the most 
appropriate inscription for Macklin, after his chaste 
representation of Shakespeare's Shylock, bat they 
do not appear on his tomb. 
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TITCHFIELD, HANTS. 

The husband speaking truly of his vr'rfe. 
Reads his loss in her death, her praise iu life. 

Died July 4th, 1618, aged 70. 

Here Lucie Quimbie Bromfield buried lies, 
With neighbours sad, weeping hearts, sighs, eyes, 
Children .eleven, ten living, me she brought; 
More kind, true, chaste, was none in deed or thought. 
House, children, state by her was ruled, bred, thrives 
One of the best of maids, women, wives. 
Now gone to God, her heart sent long before 
In fasting, prayer, faith, hope and alms deeds store. 
If any fault she loved me too much. 
Ah pardon that, for there are too few such. 
Then, Reader, if thou not hard hearted be, 
Praise God for her, but sigh and pray for me. 
Here by her dead, I dead desire to He, 
Till rais'd to life, we meet no more to die. 



LES SAINTS INNOCENTS, PARIS. 

* I, Nicolas Le Fevre, 

^ A most singular sinner, lies here. 
' What can be said truer of me, 

* Or what better bj/ ine, I know not. 

^ I confess, sweet Jesus; and, O ! do thou pardon! 
* For this wert thou born, and for this didst thou 
suffer, 
^ That we might be saved by thee. 
^ He Kred €8 years, 4 months, and 3 days. 
» * Died in the year 1612/ 
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ST. GENETIETE, AT PARIS. 

Is an Inscription to the Memory of 

MARIA MARTIN0Z2I, 

PRINCESSE DE CONTI, 

Who, retiring from the world in the nineteenth 
year of her age, sold all her jewels, for the support 
of the poor of the provinces of Berui, Champagne, 
and Pi£ A&DY, during the famine in the jear 1 662 : 
practiced all the austerities her constitution ^would 
bear; rematoed a widow from the twenty- ninth 
year of her age, in order to bestow a christian 
and virtuous education on the princes, her sons, 
and to maintain justice and religion through ail her 
estates ; coafinod herself to a very moderate expeace; 
restored all the effects, the acquisition of which 
seemed doubtful to her, to the value of 800,000 
livres ; distributed all the overplus of her fortune to 
the needy in her own lands, and all other parts of 
the world ; and suddenly passed from' Hfe to eter- 
nity, after sixteen years p^severance, in Feb. 1 &7% 
in the 36th year of her age. 

Pray for her. 

Louis Armand nE Bourbon, Prince ]>£ Conti, 
and Francis Louis de Bourbon, P-rince of 
Roche sur Gonne, her ehildren, have erected tbis 
monument. 



IN WALES. 

O rare ! 



King — What are you there ? 

Yes mortal, bere I lay in silent rest. 

From sorrow free, no cares disturb my breast. 
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ST. PAUL'S CATHEDRAL. 

ON SIR FRANCIS WALSINGHAM, 

Who died April 6(h^ 1 590. 

S HALL honour, fame, and titles of renown^ 

I n clods of clay be thus inclosed still ? 

R ather will I, tho' wiser wits may frown, 

F or to enlarge his fame extend my skill. 

R ight, gentle reader, be it known to thee, 

A famous knight doth here interred lie, 

N oble by birth, renown'd by policie, 

C onfounding foes which wrought our jeopardie* 

I n foreign countries their intents he knew, 

S uch was his zeal to do his country good, 

W hen dangers would by enemies ensue, 

A s well as they themselres he understood* 

L aunch fourth, ye Muses, into streams of praise, 

S ing and sound forth praise-worthy harmony ; 

I n England death cut off his- dismal days, 

N ot wrong'd by death, but by false treachery : 

G rudge not at this imperfect, epitaph, 

H erein I have exprest my simple skill, 

A s the first-fruits pro^ceeding from a graff^ 

Make them a better whosoever will* 



ON A GLUTTON. 



^ At length, my friends, the feast of life is o'er, 
I've eat suflBcient, and I'll drink no more ; 
My night is come, I've spent a jovial day, 
'Tis time to part, but oh— what is to pay I 

VOL. I. D 
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If ESTMINSDEH ABB^Y. 

ON LADY Cj:CIL, 

Who died in Child-bed, in the Year 1591. 

A Brooke by name, the Baron Cobham's childe, 
A Newton was she by her mother's side, 

Cecil her husbande this for her did builde^ 
To proTe his lote did after death abide ; 

Which tells unto the worldes that after come 

The worldes concepte whiieste heare she hclde a 
roorae. 

How nature made her wise, and wel beseemlnge, 
Witt, and condition, siiente, trew, and chaste, 

Her Tertues rare, wanne her much esteeminge, 
In courte with soTeraigne still with favoure grate. 

Earth could not yealde more pleasinge earthye blisse, 

Blest with two babes, the thirdc brought her to this» 

t 

ON RICHARD WOOD. 

Farewell you world : I tak leve for eter ; 

I am cityd to appere I no not where> 
Yea al yis world yis iym I lever, 

Aiitl spase to mak a sith for fere 
Of my trespace, broken is for sorrow 
Myn hart, now be, that sal not be tomorrow. 
Fanewel frendys^ ye tide bidy th no, maD^ 

1 am tak fro hens, and, so sal ye ; 
But to what passage tel you I ne can^ .. 

Ye yat be livyug may pr^y well ye be, 
Nakyd I go, liakyd hldei^ we c^m 
Prey ye for me, Requiem aesternam. 



X 



\ 
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CAmmBtrRT CAVHSDRAt. 

ON PRINCE EDWARD, 

Eidttt Sort (f King Ed»ard HI. 

Whoso thou be that passest by^ 

Where tliese corpse imterred iie, 

Uiidersitaiid what I shaU say, 

Afl Jit this Une speak I aay : 

Such as thou art someftime was I, 

iSach as I am, such shaft thon be. 

I Mtde tboughit on the hoar of death, 

So long as I eajoyed breath. 

Great riches hem I did possess, 

Whereof I made great nobleness : 

I had gold, silver, wardrobes, aiid 

Great treasures, horses, houses, land. 

But now a caitiff poor am I, , 

Deep in the ground, lo ! here I lie : 

My beauty great is all quite gon^, 

My ^eshis wasted to the bone. 

My house is narrow now and throng. 

Nothing Imt truth comes from ny tongue. 

And, if ye should see me this day, 

I do not thiifk, but ye would say. 

That I had never been a man, 

So much altered now 1 am. 

For God's sake pray to tfaekeavenly K«ng, 

That he ny soul to heaven would brii^. 

All they that pray and make accord 

For me, «at« «ry G^ and Lond, 

Crod place them in his paradise. 

Wherein iio wvetdiedcakiff lies. 
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ST.' Edmund's, sARuiir. • 
ON MR. RICHARD PHELPS,^ 

Late Aldernian of that City^ and Mayor thereof. Died 

April 23rf, 1662. 

And is he dead ! and sha'nU the city weep ? 
That it no longer such a saint could keep. 
Surely when Death shall thus lay hold up6n 
The pillars of the house, the building's gone. 
Well may we fear and dread what God is doing. 
That flames are kindling, while our lots are going. 

The righteous is taken away 

From the eril to come. 



ON A GREAT ROGUE. 

(/k PARODY ON GRAY.) 

Here festering rots a quondam pest of earth. 
To virtue and to honest shame unknown ; 

Low-cunning on a dunghill gave him birth, 

Vice clapp'd her hands, and mark'd him for her 
own. 

Quick were his fingers, and his soul was dark; 

In lucky knavery lay all his hope ; 
No pains he spar'd, and seldom miss'd his mark ; 

So gain'd ('twas what he merited) a rope. 

If farther you his yillanies would know^ 
And genuine anecdotes desire to meet ; 

Go, read the story of his weal and woe. 

Printed and sold by Simpson^ near The Fleet. 
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ALL SAINTS, flERTS. 

- I 

Here lyeth under this ston William Wake, 

And by him Jone his wyff and make ; 

Somtym yeman of John Due of Bedford's hors, 

And lat surveyor with King Henry the Sixthe was, 

Gentylman made he was at the holy grav ; 

On' gwos sowls Almighty God mercy have. 



ABBEY CHURCH, BATH. 

Here lies Doctor John Dauntsey by name. 
Whose harmless life, whose saint-like death, whose 

lasting fame, 
With judgment good in physic.bore, 
Approv'd to posterity shall this engraving over, last 

evermore. 

I 



ST. MARGARET'S CHURCH YARD. 

.ON ADMIRAL BLAKE, 

Who died in August 1657. 

Here lies a man made Spain and Holland shake. 

Made 'Frawce to tremble, and the Turks to ^iiake ; 

Thus he tam'd men, but if a lady stood 

In's sigh^ .it rais'd a palsy in his blood ; 

Cupid^s antagonist, who on his life 

Had fortune as familiar a9 a wife. 

A stiff, hard, iron soldier ; for he. 

It seems, had .more of Mars than Mercury: 

At sea he thunderM, calm'd each rising wave. 

And now he!s dead, sent thundering to the grave. 
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ON Sra THOMAS CHALONER, 

Who was bom about the Year 15 1$, and died Oct, 7, 1565. 
He VMS a galtant Soldiery an able Statesman, and a vert 
learned Writer, in the XTlth Century, 

Nature and Art in) Chai*oner combined, 
And for his countrj fonn'd the patriot's mind. 
With praise deserr'd his public posts he fiil'd ;. 
And equal fame his learned labours yield. 
While yet heKr'd, he Kr'd his eowitry's pride^ 
And first his country injitr'd when he dy'jd* 



ON SIR JOHN^ ROE. 

J^ Ben JottMom, 

I'LL not offend thee with a rain tear more, 
Glad-mention'd Roe ; thou art but gone before^ 
Whither the. worl4 most foUow ; and I now 
Breathe to expect my when, and make my how* 
Which, if most gracious heaven grant like thine^ 
Who wets my grave, can be no friend of mine. 



ALLH ALLOWS, BREAD-STREET. 

Thy liyelesse trunk, O reverend StockE) 
Like Aaron^ rod, sprouts out againe^ 
And after two full winters past, 
Yeelds blossomes and ripe fruit amaiae. 
For why this Work of piety, 
Performed by some of thy flocke, 
To thy dead corps and sacred uriM 
Is but the fruit of this oM Stecke. 



■■isl 



39 

ON EDWARD GIBBON^ £sq« * 

THE ROMAN HISTORIAN, 

Who was bom in Surrey 1737, and died in London 

in June 1794, aged ^7. 

By Lord Sheffield. 

Form'd for the studious and the cheerful hour, < 

Here, Gibbon, resti thj course of hgnpur. run; 
Few thy compeers in literary power, . . ^^ 

And in the charms of social converse none* 
Thy works immoitalise th' historian's fame. 

To fond remembrance let this verse commend 
Worth, that delighted, by a dearer name. 

The sprightly guest, or sympathetic friend. 
He, in whose joy and grief 'twas thine to share, 

Sheffield, 'thro life to all thy merit just,' , ' 
Pays, while he mourns a loss without repair, ' **^ 

These daes of friendship to thy hallowed dust, 



WALDEN, IN ESSEX. 

ON SIR THOMAS AWDLEY. 

irb4^ died April 15U. 

The stroke of iteatir's inevitarble dsut i 

Hath now, alas! oflyfe bereft the heart \ 
Of Syr Thomas'Awdlet of the Garter Knyght, 
Late ChanceUour of England iindyr our Pi^ii|ce of 

myghte,. H 

Henry the ei^^th worthy of hygh renown^, < .* 
And made by bifia Lord Awdi«ey of this towiie. 
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ON MR.- MADDOX, A DANCmO-MASTER, 

AND HIS WIRE. 

*' They were lively and f>le3$ant in their lives, and in their deaths 

they were not divided.*' 

Hail, happy pair ! predestin'd long to prove 
The chastest raptures of connubial lore ! 
Who took no step thro' life's perplexed dance^ 
But If hat would well your mutual bliss advance ! 
Who FIGURED not a plan but wh^t was meant 
Again to join your hands with fresh content : 
Tho' CEREMONIOUS — yet with ease well fraught) 
The ¥ery image of the art you taught I 
Polite in all life's mazY measures try'd, 
As the gay partner to his destin'd bride. 
Twice thirty years in gentle wedlock past, 
The lirst was not so happy as the last ! 
Still each to each so complaisaqtly gay, 
As raptur'd lovers on their nuptial day \ 
All wing*d with down their years advancing roll, 
And still IMPROVE this unison of soul 
Unvarying — courtly to his latest breath, . 
He gave his spousie precedence e'en in death. 
The truest honours to each other given, 
He just surviv'd, then led her up to Heaven. 



BEVERLY MINSTER. 

• . 

The epitaph of Robert Leedes, 

Writ 'fore his death, 'mongst other deeds. 

What was of this good squire, 
. - . And 
What his hopes require. 
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* ON A yOUNG GENTLEMAN. 

If ever parent, eyer child was dear, 

Here, as you stop, you'll drop the tender tear, 

Here mourn whom, blest with sense, good nature^ 

iruth, 
I)eath seiz'd, too early seiz'd, in bloom of yoath| 
Religion guided with her brightest rays. 
And Virtue guarded to the throne of grace. 
Hence let a mother's tears instruct the mind^ 
And weep Memento Mori to mankind. 



WINCHCOMBE, t^LOUCESTERSHIRK 

{Go your waySy sin no more against the Lord.) 

Here lies Joseph Antony M yonet's son ; 

Abigail, his sister, to him is come. 

Elemental fire tiiis virgin kill'd. 

As she sat on a cock in Stanway's field. 

Rebecca in her dear son's grave doth lie. 

And, if it please the Lord, and- so will I. 

These are not dead, that lie here in the deep, 

When the last trumpet sounds it shall wake them 

from sleep. 
And when I the last am carried forth of the door, 
Then Death, do thy worst, thou can'st ha?e no more. 



RENNESLEY, HERTS. 

Here lies interred, under this stone, 
Richard Saslier, once of this parish one. 
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fi4tXlr FRIERS, Kl|rXBUEG9. / 

Oft the Monument of 
THE EARL OF ARGYLE, 

Who was beheaded at Edinburgh, June 30, 16^5; It i$ 
asserted that he wrote the foUotvin-g Hmes thef dtm Ifejlbre 
his execution : a stroffg initance of iht gnkiudg ofhm nm* 
science^ and the serenity of his mmd. 

Thou, passenger, that shalt have so much time 
To yiew my grave, and ask what was my crime ; 
No stain of errwp, no blaclk viee^a brand, 
Was that which chas'd me from my native land, 
Love to vaiy country twice sentenc'd to die, 
Constrain'd my hands forgotten arms to try» 
More by friends frauds my fall proceeded hath. 
Than foes ; the' now they thrice decreed nry deatli. 
On my attempt th©* Providence did frown, 
His oppress'd people God at length shall owtt. 
Another hand, by more strccessfut speed. 
Shall raise the remnant, braise the serpent's faead^ 
Tho' my head fall, that is no tragic story, 
Since goin^ hence, I enitev endless gk>ry. 



ON A YOUNG LADY. 

Had cruel death, whose harvest is each hour, 
But stopt awhile to view this lovely flower, 
In pity he had turned his scythe away, 
And left her standing till another day ; . 
But ruthless he mow'd on, and the, alas! 
TQo>8»(m &ii with'ring with the comoKia; grass, 



,4S 

IN ST. EUSTORQIO, MILAN^ 

By S, TImmar Aquino*, 

I« a Latin inscription on the grave of St. Peter 
Martyr, an inqvisitor inLoufBARDT, who^^iaring 
made himself obnoxious for his great seyerities, 
was murdered not far from Milan. In English' it 
is thus J — 

The Toice, the light, the cayafier, 
Of Christ, men, and faith Roman^ 
Is dnmb, is out, is lying here, 
Butcher'd as e'er was no man. 



ON MR. FRANCIS BEAUMdNT. 

BT BISHOP CORBET. 

Be died March 1615, aged ^9, and is buried in St* PeterU 
JFhtmnsterj but without any inscription. 

He that hath such acuteness, and suclr wit, 
As would ask ten good heads to husband it ; 
He that can write so well, that no man dare 
Refuse it for the best, Fet him beware : 
Beaumont is dead, by whose sole death appears, 
Wit's a disease consumes men in few yeass^ 



Here lieth old Beck, who' sold fruit at the cross, - ' 
But now she^a departed, .we shall have a loss ; 
She was a good wife, and a kind loving motiier, 
And, all things conslderM, we're scarce such another. 
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XNSCRIPTIOir IN THE CHANCEL OF LAN^TH PHURCH. 

SACRED 

To the Memory of 

ELIZABETH, 

Wife of William Jones^ Esquire, 

Of Clytha House, in this Parish, 

Being too good to continue any longer in this world. 
She recei^^d, with resignation, her summons from 

Its miseries,- 

To the reward of a glorious Immortality, 

On the 14th day of January 1787, 

In the 58th year of her age. 

This marble was erected. 

And this inscription written 

By her most afflicted and most grateful 

Husband, 

As a feeble effort .to ^o some justice 

Tp the memory of the best of t^i?es. 

And faintly to express that sense of her goodness 

So indelibly eng raven 
On his Heart. 

De^r Itionour'd shade! if angels ere bestow 
A thought on what is acted here below ; 
With pitying eye this weak attempt survey. 
The last sad tribute which thy friend can pay. 
Thou best of women ! once my greatest pride, 
Dearer to me th^ all the world beside ; 
If various knowledge ever claim'd regard, 
If meek-ey'd patience ever met reward, 
If e'er thy milder virtues were. approved, 
. If spotless. hon<»ur ever was belov'd) ^ > t 
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If mortals may departed worth, revere, 
Still let thy husband shed the silent tear : 
Still let him press thy image to his.heart, 
From which it never, never shall depart. 
Yet/yet awhile, ^nd then 'twill be my lot 
To join thy dust in yon sequester'd spot* 
Mean time, as flowers spontaneous round it bloom^ 
May white-rob'd Innocence bedeck thy tomb ! 
May solemn I'equiems float upon the air, 
For ever sweet to listening sorrow's ear ; 
While I, observant of thy virtues, strive 
Like thee to suffer, and like thee to live. 



PASSERAT. 



An elegant French writer of Epitaphs, and author 
of the celebrated one on Henry ill. who wa9 
killed by a Monk, left these lines only for his 
own tomb, desiring his scholars to strew garlands 
of flowers upon his grave. 

* ' » 
I liv'd, I dy*d, the common lot of all. 

Light o'er my bones the flow'ry herbage res^ 
And no officious lines their peace molest. ^ 



CUMBERLAND. 



' Why look ye, d'ye see, now who lies here. 
Sure, and sure, the body of John Trag^re. 
Who ne'er iii all his life. time thought flt, * 
To marry his daughter to Nicholas Kir&it. 
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BtGBV^ ZimCOLJf. 

To the M«mory of 
ELIZABETH TIRWHITT, 

Who departed this^ life July 16/A, 1604. 

Stranger ! who deadi's cold mansion passest bji 

Perchance unmindful of thy future doom ; 
I'll tell thee who it is, while heayes the sigh. 

That rests the tenant of yon silent tomb. 
'Tis Bridget, — whose transcendent Tirtues bear 

The noble stamp of a less noble line ; 
Such were indeed her virtues, rich and rare, 

The hand that form'd her was itself divine. 
None could, like her, e'er boast such matchless grace; 

All yiew'd with rapture her enchanting form ; 
But now, alas ! on that once beauteous face. 

On those dear reliqueS) feeds the hungry worm. 
Relentless Death ! ah, why destroy this flower ? 

Why rudely cmp it, ere 'twas fairly blown ? 
Why snatch my life, my love, in one sad hour, 

Ere five and twenty years had scarcely fl^wa ? 
Her merits well deserv'd a longer life : 

Such was her worth, it claim'd a better meed : 
And oh ! had Heav'n but spar'd the lovely wife. 

Then had the husband been most blest indeed. 
But now the partner of her joys and cares, 

Wan and forlorn, accusing wayward fate. 
Like some lone dove, with ceaseless sighs and tears. 

In vain laments her lost, her long lov'd mate. 



PARISH CHURCH OF LEEDS, YORKSHIRE. 

Under tiiis stone do lie six children small. 
Of John Willington of the North HalIi. 
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WORCESTER CATHEDRAL. 

, Hebe lieth the bodies of John Moore, and Ann his 

'^ wife, 

Father and mother to Thomas Moore, who here lyeth 
With Mary his wife, also John Moore and Margareiy 
Their sister here lyeth : here borne, here bred, 
Here buried, December Anno 1613. 

'I I'l l '1 'n 1 1 i i'n f 



ST. BOTOLPH, ALDG4.W. 

MISS PRISCILLA ELYARD, 

jiged 17 Y&ars. Died March %^, 1799. 

If Beauty^s magic power could save' 
The lov'd possessor from the grave, 
If Virtue and fair Innocence 
Could with llie laws of Fate dispense. 
Then tyrant Death thy cruel dart 
Had never pierc'd this gentle heart, 
Snatch'd her in all her blooming charmi 
A victim from her parents arms.' 
Yet, cease to shed the pitying tear, 
For while her body slumbers here 
Her soul has left this dark abode 
To dwell for ever with her God. 



I 

i 



PETERBOROUGH CATHEDRAL. 

Here lyes a babe, that only cry'd, 
In baptism to be wash'd from sin, and dy'd* 
' Jamwiry. 17^ 1666. 
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ON MR. JOHN FLIN, 

A^PAiNTER, of aALWAY, IN irelanh^^ , .^ . 



WhOf though a Roman Catholic, wrote thefoUpmng Epit^h 

for hinise/f, .» ,r. 

Here lies Joim FtiN, / 

To worms a kin ; 
EftsoODS by yagrant boys bely'd, 
That while he liv'd, he often dy'd. 

Saints oft he painted, 

Himself not sainted ; 
^ Yet leaves perhaps a fame as fair, 
As many souls of them that are : 

He laught at fate ;' ' 

Despis'd the great ; 
Was happy in his fav'rite dram ; 
And pity'd those who others damn* 
Liv'd tothe age of sixty -iseTen, 
. Spurn'd at this earth, and flew to heaven. 



-•' 



^'>^ ■'"'' ' i>" 



ON MRS. G.. 



By Broome, 

Whoever knows or ^ears Whose sacred bones 
Rest here within these monamental stones, 
How dear a mother, and how sweet a wife^ 
If he hay bowels, cannot forhis life 
But o^ these ashes'liere soitie tears distiS, 
For if men will not weep, this niarble will. 
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PRESCOT, JLANCASHli^E. 

MMhewFairkurst, of Bold, was buried here, 
Thirteenth of August, in the year 

JoHn, his son, did before him die. 
And here below their bodies lie, 

A .1. o March 15, 1708. 

Another son, Samuel by name, 
Soon after his father hither came, 

March 4, 1716. 
And James^ his son, was call'd away. 
Interred here the twentieth day 

^ November, 1719. 

Thomas^ his youngest son of all, 
By Death's hand did after fall, 

February 14, 17a3, 



FENNY STRATFORD CRAPIX, BUCKS'. 

ON TfiOMAS WILLIS, M.D. 
In honour to thy-mera'ry, blessed shade ! 
Was the foundation of this chapel laid. 
Purchased by thee, thy son and* present heir^ 
Owe these three manors to thy sacred care. 
For this, may all thy race thanks ever pay, 
And yearly celebrate St. Martin's Day ! f 

• Browne Willia, Esq. the doctor's grandson. 
^I'i^^^ wised and enridwed by Biwne WiUit, and de. 

^ Martin'* m the Fields, l,ondon. *^ 

TOL. I. 2 



m 

ST BOTOLT»H, BISHOPSCfAtft.' 

On the 10* of August, Anno i6?6, 
Wasrinterredy wi^ut the rerge of the consec^ikted 
Burial ground ia Petty France, < ' 
The bodj of lUDQt 5HAUGHSWARfi, , , , 
APeriUinM^^hant; . . ..,.,... | 
Whose son, accordii^ to the custom of hjs p>njiprfj 
Pailj repaired to his graye^ 
For the space of a month^ 
Where he performed 
Diyers prayers aud ceremonies OTcr the dejtuqyct^ 
But beiag disturbed by the populace^ 
Discontinued hi3 fmieral devotions, . 
And erected a Monmaent to his MemoitTf 
With a Persian Inscription, 

ENGLISHED THUS : 

This graye is made for Hadgi Shaughsware, the 
ehiefest serfs^ij to ^ Kjuig of Pecsla fpr the s^ace of 
twenty years ; who came from the King of Persia, 
and died in bis seryice. If any Peraan cx>meth out 
of that country^ let him read t^is, ai»d a pr^er for 
him, theXord r^caiire hi^ sowtle ; for here U^ Hadgi 
Maghmote Sh9«gh9W»r% who was bori^ in, the town 
of Noyoy, iu Persia. 



j ^T^T 



ON A HAPPY PAIR. 

Thst w«re so one, that iKMie ooukt say ^< 
Which of them tuPd, or whether «Kddbef^ 
He rul*d, because she would obey ; and slie, 
In so obeying, rul'd as well as be. 



* 
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ON ROBERT PRESTON, 

cheap, wha dUd Mufvh tdth, 1730^ agfi^i^T. 

BAGcktjs, tb ^ve i!he'.i6p?itg wofid ^h^ffMei ' 
Prodac'd one sober son, and here he lies ; 
iThb* n'nrs'd among fall hogsheads, he 'ddy*d 
The charms of wine,' and er^rj- tice beside. 
O Reader ! if to justicfe tht>b^rt inclined, 
Keep Apaest PRESTON dail j in thy midd ; 
He drew good wine, took care to fill his pots. 
Had sundry -Hrtne^ that otitwelgh'd Ms faults ; 
Yon that o;i Bacchus have the like dependance^ 
Pray copy Bebj in measure and sittetidancc. 



LINCOLN CATHEDRAL. 

pN DOCTOR OTWlBLL HILL, 

Wko died \Qth of Mcty, 16 la, aged 56. 

' * • Tts OrWBtL HiLL^ a holy Hill, 
' ' And truly, sooth to say, 
'- Upoh this Hill, hepraised still, 
The Lord both night and day* 
Upon this HitL this Hill did cry 

Aloud^'^e flcripfure letter, ' 
And stroT^, your wicked titfains hj 

Good counsel to make better* 
And 'norw tkis Uill.^ tho'. udder «toa^ 
* «Ha$Jke ho94!!s Hiuls to lie on ; 
.'MfitiiAHCietsM Hill hoa gothia booAS, 
Bis 6Qidi}tl^ ttiLL pf. Sion. 
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Hsttf old John Ranoal lies, who, telling of his ta^le, 
Liv'd threescore jr^rs And tai,;s«oki»irtae was in 

ale. 
AU was his meat, tde was his drink, de did his heart 

reyive ; . . 
And if he could haye drank his ale^he still had been 

alir«# 



'j /.lii'.'f 



•' Here vemaihs! ail thisit was iMrtal of 
" MR, ROGER CRABB, 

Who entered into etefnkyik^ltth dky rfSeptembety 1680, 
in the tixt^eightA yeuf of has age. 

Tread gently, reader, near the dust 
' OojiittiilSsd to tins tdmb-^tone'A Isrust; . , 
Fot* >while 'twas flesh kheld a gn^t . :» 

WithtnniyiBvsaldotfefiosscst V- i- ' >. .:. 
A soill^tlmtiteniteVl'otMiiiona tidi^ t t. . ., 
Did meo^vcU mtntkmfh^rhie $ 
TfttaH^fraite'fttai ^tlriei^dAji /or^i^^t i 
A^^ifaCbsrtradiiioiithadall^f^d,. , ir ) -h 
:Tfe@r<Mligh>|piMl'Alid/iU'ff)QpQ»rtJie|)m^ hi,,.; > 

Oft ce|Hun<Uy7niapprio^?d'atliiat« >tn) <iM 

WoidilM thott^iis/r^ligioik llnfiir,^ l>'jr>',if(, > 

.lii brief '^AwaiithisoMtiO'AH (to ^ ,> ,,, 1,^^ // 

Jiiistirai^lK fviMikl/^b0)d0iie^itnt(9^ - •- *rM [iA 

^6a«4A>Ihald1])MllrMrlawS'hQ.st#o4,^'^n7t:^.l 
A «cnfpie im^eliied fvrilh bl0^ >* ^r> ;> n^ 
A)frleihdibiefr*fyi4^ilgirasfipo44 1 M7<i::i i 

Thfe ■ytetiliiiMfarrlfi iaiAiiii rA.a uihtr tplV. " - 
X no .IWC>**«-ilMepaa iffnillO Wm llOy F9^«V^ M-V .' 

Haste then to them and him, and so farewell. 



-.; h 
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, ON GEORGE STEEVENS, Esfl. 

■-^ ■■' 'BBEiiOaWjHSNTATOa ON «HAKESF£A9E> 



X. 



r .i -. J % Mr. floy&jy. 

,-.,,.« ), ... IN POPLAR CHAPEL, • '^'"''* 

In tlie middle aisle of this chapel'^ 

Lie the remanis of GseiicHi'SvsKVENs, Esq. 

Who, after having cheerfully employed 

A considerable portion 
^ Of his )ifd ted fortaoe m 
In the Illustration of Shakespeare, 
' Expired at HampBtead, 
* -' In his 64th year. »; 

22d January, 
1800. 

Peace tb these retlques ! once the bright attire 
Of spirit sparkling ^wkh no common fire i i 
How oft has pl^aftore it the soeiaJt^hQur 
Smil'd at hJ^'WitVexhiUratingpoirBr! ^ 
And truth attested Vith delight intense, ' 
The seriflftit chanM*<of his coildqiial sense ? 
His talents/varyitig' OB the diamond's ray, / 
Could sIHtee the 'gra^^ oihp* fa^mite the gay ; 
His critic la^oUri^'of umfvaried foree^ --^ • ^ 
Collected light from'tf ery^distant soorce;/ 
Want with sdch tt^beneficnencehe oheerftf, 
All that his bounty ga^e, liidBeal «ildear'd4 
Learning hsfbst As metitftbpOffi^r^ieoiildsaite, . 
In sport dlspfatyhil^, -And %ith graceful lease^ . 
Lightly thir sfsige'Of ehequef'd^ife lie^tfod^ 
Ci^el^'Of lAum^j eenidiiif in faSs Crodv i 



' ■ I 






ST. l^SpNARD'a, FOSTER^LANE. 

ROBERT TRAPPK, GOLjDSMITH, 15M. 

Wbbm the'bels be merilj roiing5i 

And 'thie Masw devoudj soung, 

And this amte ttiere^yv c^tea, 

^Tlvim*^! Robert Tra^pj^, ^t wyffe, qacI clijUb)en 

■• i < - * J^ forgottea, 

•WhwCbr^ J^u., that of Mary aproaqgy 

Let their sou^s, thy sayuts among, 

/Though it Ii9 undeserTy'd on their By4ie, 

Yet, good Lord, let them orerinore tl^y mercy abyde^ 

'And of your cheritie > 

For their soalys say a Paternoster and an Aye. 
Sancta Trinitas, unaft Deus, misere nobis^ 
£t'/Lncittts tuis sperantibus inTe. 
• <X- mailer Defr, nemento met 
Jea^u, Mercy, Lady kelp. 



« "l 



OiD^ A yOiJNG &£NTL£MAN^ 



By Fate's stern hand untimely snatched avajit, . 
.. Dpe^^ihili dsap^viiujjfied cav<e a youth jnfohle 
f ' . He . g^et to sDlilwde. >t:He s tudiovs day^ 

Aiuij£iiylfan'd hisboaom of her moqLdk : 



I ■ ■ 1 . 



' ' .. *. < ' 



'WUh-ly^' demoted' to Com^pobsion's eai^ .ii 



/ '« 



Dld^he %e^^JiiiI the vtestatl?^ hdpiess doom ; 
Oft has this marble caught hb fiilliiB§^ teai^*^. ol t 
j And tar that gettetottBl»Br beguia'ditt taM. 

-•••'*'• ■■•••: -I;:!? /.I 1... 
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ST. ]PAUL*8. 

ON MR. HOWARD. 

Tats e:ttraordinai7 man had the fortune to be ho- 
noured whiM; livk&g in the manaer his vii^tues de- 
served. He received the thanks of bath houses of 
the British and Irish parliameilts, for .his cmlaeAt 
services rendered to his country aad to mmlskiAh '"^^ 
'- Our national prisons andJioipitals^ bntiroredqipcAi 
the suggestions of his wisdom, bear tQStilnoifey to the 
solidity of his judgment, and to the estiqi^ljflii^ii 
which he was held. . • n . ' 

In every part of the dvilized worM^. wJtiidi^he 
traversed to reduce, the sum of human, niisery^ iBrom 
the throne to the dungeon, his name was mentioned 
.with respect, gratitude, and admirattoo. 

His modesty alone defeated the various efforts 
which were made, during his life^ to erect fhis' statue, 
which the public has now eonsectated to his me- 
mory. 

He was born at Hqckne^y in the county of. Mid^ 
dlesex, Sept. II, 1725." f he early part of his life 
he spent in retirement, residing principally upon his 
paternal estate atCardingiany ihBe^ordiskire ; for 
which- county he served the office of sheriff in the 
year 1773, 

H&eitpired ^iCherson^ in RusHM Titr/ory^ -on the 
20th of June, 1760, a victim to ike pevilpus: and 
benevolent attempt to ascertain the )cauie of, and 
find an. efficacious remedy for, the plague. 

He trodan.opeubnttiunfrequent^ j^Uh t& immor- 
tality, in the ardont and unremitted exencise of 
Christiaa> chaarity. 

Ma|( Uiis tribute io his fame excite an emiilatioa 
of his truly glorious achievements. 
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W£STM1N8T£R ABBEY. 

bit THt trNfoRTtrsATt ^«^' ^* ^ 



MAR¥ QU££<N QF SCOX&itf '. 

Ii- birth illustrious, or if beauty's pride, ' '\ ^ 
A guiltlfiss mind, and faith severely try'd^ * ' 

. If wisdoXQ, fortitude, a candid breast, . 

^ And hope ih Him who comforts the distrest ; 
If probity of heart, with patience mild, 
To bear injurious wrongs, to be revii'd ; 
If goodness, majesty, a lib^al will 
To raise the wretched, and the poor to fillj 
Coold 'scape blind Fortune's thunders, that allj;^ 
On good or bad, on low and lofty, strike ; , , 
lliou hadst not early fall'n by being great, '. 
Nor thy sad image seemM to weep thy fate, ' 
Scotland by right, by marriage Franca^ was ihine; 
To ik^t. wQlUfounded hope did Englmd'iwit \ 
By triple right a triple crown $he wears; ,. 
But dim its lustre to a crown of stars. 

"'mppJ^,'fdo^ha|ypy,if,thefet6nnaHay'd,^ • ' * 

'"'Thdtij:h'late}'thenet^hb''ringl'^aliAfiad her Obfey'il: 

tiVit sfe6,' shkJ'fitlls, to triumph tti the grave :* ^ 
^^'^NeVvf^our'tfttnce, an^d fruits, her brancihes have. 
< ^" ' C^i^terHi; %hfe donqti^r* * free, th6' close tiotlirt'd; 
^''*"Nb1fide3id; fhtt'slAifljth^ Fates her chains linbhwf : 
*"■' S6 the'tirtiri'fe! ifihe 8hoots'ft)rth wtthfertile s|^rays, 
'< ' ^ Aiid 'the tiul'g^m 'te^f^cii Its purple rays ; • ^ 
'^''¥k>'get(iir^teeds,cbtAhlrtted to the earth, • 
^'i 'HiS-ci from thetr^itful soil a brighter birth. • 
•^^'*'li'iift lylbod-God's covenant wilfhm^ -was nfad«; 

With blood the Patriarchs his wrath alhiy'd \ 
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VTith blood the first-born 5cap.'4 the gcn'ral doom ;• ' 
Blood stain'd the land which now is her^ become. 
Oh stay thy yengeaxure, I{eaven,.for jnercy's sake ! 
That fatal day be erer mark'd with black : — 
To miirdbf kin^s aMorv'd for eV^rmbnr^i r ^* 
Nor Brt/ofn stain'd a^ain with royal gore. 
Let the example pefrish with the^ blow ; - 
Accurs*d its author, and its actor too. . ». ; j » 
Since in her better part She triumphs stUl^ ,/ '' ^^ 
Dumb be her fate, and silent ev'ry til. ' ' ^ ^ 
Such was her course, as Heav'n thoughtyfiffb steter^ 
She had her joys, she knew her sorrows,^ here. ; 
£ar]y to life the royal James she gave, " .^ 

Whom evVy kinder pow'r in keeping have. , 
By nuptials great, by birth still greater known i; 
And greatest yn her issue, such a son. 
Ilere Mary lies, of whom we sighing sing ; 
The daughter, wife, and mother of a kin^. ^ 
Grant Seavcn! that to, the latest times her race^!, 
Their happy hours without a jcloudmay pass. ; 

The pro^e paH of the e^tkph redountBi her t&les, 
and concludes'thiis fi^« ' ' : '' *^ 

' She wais of afmo«]^<mqipnt( and i^}^ .royaJ4e^p^nt ; 
feb&ted ta the gifiate^t; pirin^es.pf ^11 ,|)qfiop^a «na>- 
nent iov all. aoeotppl^hm^nts of' p[)iq4.aQ,4 fa^4j. — 
Bufe suirh is the yioissi^ud^^.ofhm^au.filii^sj. After 
AUi imprisonment of about twenty y^ars^ ^^dl,^ ^rm, 
WA, alas I s«cee$6le36. stcuggte againsti t}]i^ c^iju|;i|nies 
of tl|e maliotous, the suspicipn^of th&>ti^oroiusi^.and 
the snares of the implacable^ she Iqst her ,h^(U by 
an act of loiparaUelad severity, aJid to. tlifidi^ace 
of the sacrednesa of majesty. With ainpW^ cpi^ft mpt 
<i()tlte world^^ml a soul superior to thc^io^f i^f 4?ath| 

'•. . » . ». . . 'i , . ; . . .' 



5S 

and tor tile terrors of tibe execvtioner, tlUfing Jier 
soul to Christ,, the kingdom tp her saajfftfie^y a^d 
t^ the spectators of this atrocious murder & palters 
of the most exalted fortitude, she qomposedSj^sub- 
mitM her royal bead to the, axe, aud exph^^a a 
precarious life for the eternity of heaT^u,^ QU, jtbe 
18th of February^ 1587, aged 46* . /- 

- *' 1 
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P9 A TOMB-STQNE 

m THE WOODS OP DENHAM. 

Sacred to the Memory of 

FnAifCKs, the wife of Geoiige Ho a re, Esq. 

And daughter of William Slugh, Esq. 

Of this place ; 

Who, in the slrort space of thirty one years, 

Harhig graced a most amiable person 

With erery Tirtue that can adorn 

The longest life, 

And procure esteem upon earth, finished her 

Course, alas! too early for our wishes, 

On the 94th Janusury , 1761 , 

Let the spotless Parian stone, 

Emblem of a purer breast, 
. Tell her name^ her name alone, 

AH who knew her feel the rest. 
Whilst we here her loss lament. 

Tears yet streaming from each eye, 
Angels sing with one consent, 

Welcome to thy native sky. 
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.< ST. FAITH*Sv UNDEft ST. PAUL'S* 

W^tttiii IaAmbe^ 80 somethne was my natKis," . "^' 
Wlnltes 1 alyve did run my mortall i^ce I 

Servynge'a Prloce of most Immortal fame, ' ' ' '' 
HfiNEY THE Eighth, who, of hts pvltic^Iy grd(re, 
In bis chappell allowed me a place. ' , ' ' 
By whdse fovour, from Gentleman' t^£sqiiir^ * 
I was preferr'd, with worship for my hire. 

Witli wives three I joined wedIocl.s band, 
Which atl alike true lovers were to mee ; 

Joane^ Alice^ and JxHsme^ for so they came i» hand, 
What needeth prayse regavding iAnis degree ? 
In wively truth nqne stedfast more could be, 

Who, though in eartl^ IDieatli'a force did once dissever, 

Heaven yet, I trust, skaiH joyne us all together. 

O Lambfi M God, which siBne did^t takeaway, 
And as a Lamhe waa offered up for siHoe ; 

Whese I ('poor Ismbe} went f non thy flock astray, 
Yet thou, good Lord^ vouchsafe thy hambe to 

winnc 
Home to thy fold^ and holde thy Lamhe therein : 

That at the day when JLambe$ a«d G^aaiiS shall sever. 

Of iby choice Lambas^ Lambe may be. one for ever. 

This Lambe having left a perpetual' annuity to the 
poor of this pari^, tikcy^ .arq^ upqn receiving the said 
charity, to say these verses, 

I pray yo« atttiiat reo^vo bread/ aiiA' pence, 
To say t^e Lonl's priyer' before- yion. go hence* 



ON DR, WALKER, 

ITko wrote a jftjofe entUied " jParticles." 
> JLebe lie Walker^ s ParUcks* 
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ST. MARY'S, WARWICK. . 

LETTICE, COUNTESSE OF LEYCE8TER. 

Who died on Christmas Ddy^ 1634. ^ 

Look ia this Tnult, ^ud ^aarph it.w^H, 
Mtt^h tr«asttve iu U lately , feU, .^ 

\Yf Mji are robb'd, andsUl dosa^.. 
Our weaJjtb wae carry'd this, »-;i^ay ; 
And that the theft might ne'er* be founds 
'Tis buried closely under ground : 
Yet) if yotf gently stir the mould. 
There ail our loss you may behold ; 
There may you see that face, that hand, 
Whlclr once was fabrest in the land ; 
She tUsit in her younger yeares 
Match'd with two great English. ^^resy 
She that did supply the wars ,-; 

With thunder, and the court with stars ; i 
She that in her youth had bene 
Darling to the maiden Queue, 
Till sh^ way "contcnt"to qiiitt'"" 
Her favoar fat h^n fMrouritf ;^ 
Whose gold thread when she 3^w spupn, 
And the death. of her brave sonn, 
Thought it safest to retire 
From all care and Tain desire, 
^ To a priTate covintrle cell, 
Where her days she spent so well^ . 
That to her the better sort 
Cam^ as to a holy court ; 
And the poor that lived near ^ 

Dearth or famine could not fear. 
While she liv'd she lived thus, 
Tiirthat God, displeas'd with us^'. 



J) 
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SafferM her at last to fait, 
L! Hf^ttttm hiti, but ftom us skll ; 
. And. because she tpoK delight . 
ChVisfs poor members to inyite^ 
Mt fully now requite* her IbYfij •" * 
And sends her angels from hh^i^ ■ ■^- 
That did <o heav£^ her solil* tiotiiHfi ^ 
To solemiiiK^ his own bittW-dfeyv ' 






«MM«i 
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. IN MEMORY OF ^^, • 

WILLIAM WEST, COMEMAN^^ 

Late of the NorwicK Cdrnpunlf, who died' June Yt^VVf^^ 

To mc 'twas giyen to die : ^o thee 'tis gite^ 
To live ; alas !' pne moment sets tis ereh. ' 
Mark how impartial is ithe will of SfeaVeh^. 



' •■ 



BY AARON HfLL^) -^ 

Stay, Bachel br^ if jovl have wit| * ' .^ 

A wonder to . beh ofd ! '^' \ |- ' . 
Husband and. wife in one dark 'iftt!^ ' , ' 

Lie close, and never sco'ld I * '^' " ,. .. 

Tread softly thougli^ for fei/^lie H^ 

. Harkl she be-in's jilreadjr]? .i^ ji 

** You've hurt my head—mv slioiitaer aches : 

*^ These sots can ne'er move steady." 
, Ah 1 friend^ with happy freedom t>l^t 1 

See! how. my hopes iniscarVleiit ^ V'. 
Not death its0f* can give yoii rejt,'' .^. 
i( Uiiless y ou^ die unfxiarned. ~ ' ' ' 
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ON THE 

RIGHT HON. THOMAS WINNINGTON; 

■ ' ' ■ , "■"''" J 

N£AR his patemal seat here buried lies i • ^ 

The grate^ the ga^, the wittj^ and the wise ; 
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Form'd for all parts, alike iti ail he ^ih'd^ 
Variously great, a genius unconfiii'd ! 
In converge bright, judicious in debate, 
In pHvate amiable^ in puMic greaH ^' 

Wi^h'all the statesman's knowledge, prudetice, art^ 
With Friendship's openi, undeslgning heart. 
The frftend and heir here jdift their dut^ : tone 
Drects the blisto, one inscribes the stone. 
Not that they hope from these his fame should Hre^ 
That claims a longer date than they can gi^e. 
False to their trusts, the mould'ring busts d^cay,' 
And, soon effac'd, inscriptions wear attray i 
But English Ormals shall their place suf^ply. 
And, while they Irre, hisr vtame eon aever die; 



ALLHALIOW8. TfiS LESS, 

* LONDON. .'..,. i 

} 

Jestj, ijiat suffery'd bitter pas^on and peyft, 
mi* Hare mercy on m^^^souL,. JoA* Chamkerki/ny 

And my wyfe too, 

Agnes 9XL& J(Um alsb; 
The seyd Jehn deeeis'd^ the ^ooth' (or to sej^^ 
In the monyth of Elecembyr, the fowrth dey ; 
The yere. of trar Lorrd QfA'^ i^H^oiied fut ^in, 
A thowsand fowp llwidiTd^tfowiacoMi ail4 setin. 
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ON MRS. HAWKESWOIITH. 

By her Husband. 

IVhoe^be, like me^ with boding anguish brings, 
His heart's whole tfeasute to fair Bnstol'a fipvingt^ 
Whoe'er, like me, to soothe disease and paii^ 
Shall pour ^hese saUilary streams in Y«iii i 
Condemn'd, liko me^ to heac the fain^t; teply^ . 
To mark the Ausbing cheeky ihe sinkfug eje^ 
FroiMtfie chill brow to wipe the damps, pf death| 
And watch with dumb despair each sho^tning breath| 
If chance direct hin to thJMs artless Une^ 
Let the sad mourner know his pangs were mine. 
Ordain'd to lose the partner of my breast, 
Whose beautj warmed mj^, and whose yirtue blest ; 
Fom'd erery tie that binds the soul to proTe 
Her duty friendship, and that friendship loYe. 
But yet^ rememb'ring that the parting sigh 
Ordain'd the just to dumber — not to die ; 
The falling tear J check'd, I kiss'd the rod. 
And not to eafih resigned her — but ti> God. 



ON A MISER. 



f Reader beware, immoderate lore of pelf, 
Here lies the worst of thie¥e&— who robb'd himsellL 



■B9B 



HAirXfJBBSMITH. 

ON JEAN ANDERSON, 1770, 

> PftAisBs on tombs are rainly spent : 
. A ircK>d Baneit a ittoiramiHSti 
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ON A DRUNKARD. 

Beneath this stone one's, dust is laid, 
Who drank his passing^cnp and reel'd to bed ; 
Death reached thiE^ bowl, and this prescription gaYe^ 
^^ Dose now thy senses sober in the grave."' 
Life paid the present shot ; but oh ! the fears. 
When morn awakes him to his long arrears ; 
Charged with the revels of each former day. 
For there'5 a dreadful reckoning still to pi^. 



IN GLOUCESTER CATHEDRAL 

Is a Latin inscription 

ON THOMAS HOBBES, 

One of the Clerks of the King's Bench — ^in which 
it is observed, that he has one solicitor in Heaven^ 
which is Christy but that there are very few there 
besides. 



ON KING CHARLES THE FIRST. 

Written hf the Duke of Montrose^ with the Point of his 

Soford, 

Oreat ! good ! and jnst ! Could I bat nute 

My griefs, and thy too rigid fate, 

I'd weep the world to such a strain, 

As it should deluge once again : 
But since thy loud^tongu'd blood demands supplies. 
More from Briareus* hands than Argus* eyes, 
I'll sing thy obsequies with trumpets' sounds. 
And write thy epitaph with blood and wounds* 
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IN THE CATHX^Hjii:' CHUIu;h*t1R0, BURfiAM. 

ON OQEfaiT DOBSLEYy 

An eminerd BookseUer* 

. ST /OSSPii SPENCE. 

/ If you have any respect 
Fpp ancOTunon industry and merit, 

Regard this place! 

In which are interred the reinwis of 

Mr. {IpBERX Dofiu^^V)- 

Who, as an author, rais'd himself 

llueh above what could hare 1>een expected 

From one in his rank of life : 

And without a learned education. 

And who, as a man, was starce 

Exceseded by any, in integrity q£ heart 

And piwty of Manners and conTersation. 

He left tWa life fora better^ 

September 23d, 1764, 
In the eistjo^t.ftf hia ag(B> 



ITS CHATHAM CHURCH-TARD. 

^ ON MRS. ANN FARLAM, 

^ Wh9'died'h^ the bite of her favourite Lap Dog. 

Death, the last ep^d of ally is £x?d^ is sure, 
But manifold the mc^ms thait end ppociire* 
^fy Httle faivaiirite enr, my guUtless frjend, 
Thy tooth with frenzy struck, induc'd my end. 
Be ready, nkOit^Lls, fox ike solemn caU ;> . 
Nomatt^ lyrjuit.JJi^^mt/i^Qs.by Mehiobyou fail.- 

▼OL I. F 
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Wl. SMOLI4ETT. .> 

Translation of a Latin Ineciiption on a Toscan 
Column, erected to the memory of Dr. Smollett, near 
Dumbarton, #tt the Highlandi af Scotlkdi.- • « 

Stop Trayeller! ,,v 

If elegance of taste and wit, if fertilitj of genius, 
If a masterly art in delineating n^inqprs, 
Haye erer been the objects of your adfiiji^ation, 
Pause a little over the memory .gf 

TOBIAS SMOLLETT, M.D. 

With those Tirtues, which, in the man and citizen, 

You may both praise and imitate^ 

He was eminently distinguished : 

As a writer, he discoyered an extensiye 

Knowledge in literature, and 

A felicity in composition 

Peculiar to hiinself : 

Haying spent a life in these elegant stndieSi 

And.secored the a|>plaose of posterity, 

He was snatched from this world, 

By a severe distemper, 

In the 51st year of his age : 

How far, alas ! from his native Country! 

Near Leghorn, in Italy, he lies iAterVedr ' 

In memory of his many and distingukhed yiitues 

This colmmi. 

Vain pledge, alas! of afll^tion, ' ' ' 

Was erected on the banks of the Leyettj 

The place of his natiyity, 

And subject of his latest poetry, by * 

James Smollett, of Bonhill, his Consin.germAii, 

Who ought rather to haye receitdi 

This last tribute fr<Hn him. 



m 

s 

ON THE EARL OP STRAFFORD. 

By Jolm Ckn^nd. • ' •• 

HsiA U«s wiee end valiitit dtisi^ .; « . 
Huddled up 'twixt fit and jost ; 
Strafford^ who was hufried henoe^ 
^'jwiit treason and convcniencie : -. ^ ^ * 
He spent his time here in a ndst, 

' A ftpist, yet a CalTinist, 
His prince's nearest joy and grief ' * 
Hehad, yet wanted all rettef; r 

. The prop and ruin of the state, ; 
The people^s violent love and hate. 
One in the extremes loY'd and abhorr'd* 
Riddles lie here, and in a word^ 
Here lies blood ! and let it lie 
Speechless still, and never cry, •' 
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ALDERSG ATE, LONDON; ' 

Not far remote lies a lamented fair^ > 
Whom heaven bad fashion,'d wiUi peculiar care : 
For 8ie«i#^',4Utinguish'd,,aad e«teem'd f<^ ^hAj 
And ejVy. .wpning Qrnamf pt of voutb. . « > jj.;/i 
T^^^ sb<^ fpee from envy, andatfmir'd,,, ^ ^ n 
But oh ! too soon s^e from the world retir'd* 
Filial affectipn ro^e \fx her so high^. . .. .' 
No sa0^fi^^ censure the. pa^^ntal sigh.: , ^ .'/ 
The gea'rous pltgut had sih^He in beaul^f 's pride ; 
Gaily it^oom'd, but. in the Rooming dy'd\: 
l«arjji^.ap)kthijs.marfole^ wha^thou^Falu'at^u^iii^ir 
And set'il, thy Jieart upon^ may 8oau be Jpft 
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ON MR. AIKMAN AND HB SON. 

Dear to the wise atid good, disprain^d bynbtie^ 
Here sleep in peace tbe fatlier aodthe i^ott. 
fix Tir|tte 90> b>y natnrct dose ally'd, 
Tjxe.jJoeVi^er'* geniusy but withe at tlie|>n<;fe ; 
Worth unarabitioiis, Wit afraid to shioe, 
Honour's clear lig^t, and .Friendship^ warmth 

divifie : 
The son fair: rising knew too short a date ; 
But, oh ! how more severe a parent's fate ! 
He saw him tors untimely from his side, 
FeJfc all a father's anguish, wept, and 6j*d. 



ON JOHN GRANTHAM, 

Who died ^34 Ju^^ 1751, dged 76, 

An honest ^an lies buried here, 
A worthy neighbour, friend sincere, 
A tender husbsuid, father dear. 
^ This character is strictly true : 
Not only read,— but imitate it too, 

EPITAPH 

IN VARIpyS . CO^Ulf XAY C^yiaCH-YABDS. 

A PALE consumption gave the fatal blow. 
The stroke was certain, but th* efiect wi^ i^Tdw : 
\Vith wasting-pain, Death found me long o^^rest, 
Fity'd my sighs, apd kittd^ brought me itit* 
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ON SHAWIACH JOHNSON,^ 

Who kept tbe Wheat Sheaf at Bedford, and had 
twe9t7*four children by his first wife, and eight by 
his second. 

Shadrach lies here, who m^de both ^exes happy, 
The woiiien with love-toys, the men with nappy. 

'■■■■'• • Ht t i I I I l l I I l l IM • 

ON A COUNTRY CURATE. 

Here rests his head upon the lap of earth, 
A curate poor, to stalls and tythes unknown ; 

No bishop smil'd upon his humble birth. 
No minister e'er markM him for his own* 

Bread was his only food, his drink the brook ; 

So small a satary did his rector send : 
He left his laundress all he had — a book ; 

He found in Death — 'twas all he wish^d-^— a friend. 

No longer seek his wardrobe to disclose. 
Nor drayv.his breeches from their dark^me cell ; 

There, like their master, let them find repose, 
Nor drea44he- lMfr^i« ^^-iaylor's hell. 



I II. .'■ f, 



ON A BUTCHER. 

^•BfY i}kis inscription be it understood, 
Mj, QC^pation was in sheddii^ bloDd ; 
But liaw t t^t, from 9in and sorrow free, , 
Thro* Chrtftt, my Lord, Who shed his blood for mer 
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IN A CaUBCH*TAB0 A^ BRIOHTOIT. 

ON A BEAUTIFIIL YOUNG LADY, 

Aged nineteen. 

Unpieuc'b by any dart but death, 
, I^ftifiqk rewgn'd my fle^ng breath ; , ,, ' .' 
^yj?06Q$ wltber'd ere 'twas noon, . 
,0 fAlaftl' why blown to fade so soon? ' " 



Wy Ifosas wltber'd ere 'twas noon, . ^ 

Alas! wby blown to fade so soon? / '^ ^ 
JflHy ^ngelsL tell, for angels know, ' 
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Why ^nch tranritians here below ! , .| 
J* it that mortals, passing by, , ' ! 

M»y leam to live before th&y die ? 
Yo virgin's learn from hence your fate. ,! V, 
,H©w frail is all your blooming state ; ", ]f 
Your beauty soon must fade away. 
But mt^mi9 charms will ne'er decay^ 



!^^-MSifi^U«. 



IN A CGUNTBF CHUJICH.YABD< 
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O'er the prond tomb let martial banners wave. 
And g1orui]uftimb^p«)fii4!ff;orateth^ grave,; 
Th' historic genius trace with golden pen, 
And raise to ywls tfw^ riah^ agho died but men ; 
Transmit to future times the titled name, 
And bMttefr ^pi^i% etfnMat^ their f^es^ i 

Thf se, Gr^mdeur, , are thy works ! — this humble 
clay ' ' ■' ' ' ; > .,' v/'-r. 

Requires ntf Miiso'its virtues td portray ; . i 
Asl? ortlie j^bbd! afcnte the'Sigh sinotee^^ * j/n T 
And';V t^eneW-laSd sod; the pitjriBg'tfiarrrji^ 
Of thi^m.'Who l^ioud]^ addf«ssti^ iieiraft^ y^x. ^ A 
Hop4' WHfr'^faSIr own^ Ids l#eiqMii«^ fot^^ 
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HtSB WTCOmS, BOOKS. -. 

ON JOHN veary: 

Could the prond swdling dome, or awful bust^ 
Stay piUrefaetion, or distingaish dust, 
Or bribe in truth's despite the Yoic6 offltriey 
To give the guilty dead a saint's blest noinfel^ 
Who wou'd they profit ? Thh may then' suffice^ 
This humble stone, to mark where Fbiiry lies. 
He needs not this ; but weeping gratitude 
Wdu'd fain do something, and the pu&lie ^wd 
May need his fair example. Zeal for trutl^ 
With peace, and social hve, adom'd his youth ; 
His riper years, when care did most abound, 
yfith patience, faiih, and fortitude were crown'd ; 
Wise, cheerful^ humble, fearful to offend, 
A tender parent^ buabttnid% md 9, friend. 
The duties of each state he well supplied, 
LiT*d much belovM, and much lamented dilRtt 
And needs there more? Oh, Reader 1 if thou'rt 
'^ise, * '-"^ ' •■'." ■ ' '. . .. • '= 

The rest thy tonseious sotifittolf BiippiieSk v 
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IN A COURCH.YARD IN KBNT- j/. 

" '''■ ' ■•"• ■ '• • '' ,. v-'i 

How awful is the scene while here I tread ! 

These yeaerable mansions of the 4.e^d:; . . , . 

Time was^ these aslies liy'd, and time shall, be^ 

When otbera th<^ sH^U stand and ga^9 <>n "^^^ 

Awake teof O my mil^ trne^wlMdo^i^Ie^irn^, ,. 

Nor ty|:to*nn^irro^ ^egreat worl^ a^OHfiJi^,,^. ! 
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ON A YOUNG CLERGYMAN, 

IN LONDON. 

Stranger, should'st thou approach this awful shrine. 

The ni^ri^ of the hononr?d dead to seek>; 
The friend, the son, the Christian, the diTuie, 

Let those who knew him, those who lor'dhim, 
speak. 
O let them in some pause of anguish say^, 

What zeal insprr'd, what faitii enlarg'd his breast; 
How soon th' unfetter^ spirit iringM its way, 

From earth to heav'B, from bkasing, to be blest 
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KENSINGTON CHXJRCH-TARD. 

ON MARY FLETCHER, JE. €5, 1763. 

Peace to thy gentle «hade, thy soul is free ! 
Death's but the gate to immortality. 

PEAN PRIOR^ DEVON. 

ON SIR EDWARD GILES, AND HIS LADY. 

r 

No trust to metals nor to marbles, when 
Th^ae.haye their fate, and wear away as men ; . 
Times, titles, trophies, may be lost and spent ; 
But Virtue rears th' etendal monnmeiit. 
What more than these can tombs aod tombstones 

pay? 
But here^s the sunset of a tedions day ; 
These two asleep are, I'll but be uadrest, 
And so to bed $ pray wish us ail g^od vest. 



73 



ABERGAVENNY CHURCH. 

Here Ijeth one of Abel's race, 
Whom Cain did hunt from place to placej 
Yet not dismafd, aboot he went. 
Working nntill his daies were spent. 
Now having done, he takes a nap, 
Here, in our common mother's lap, 
Waiting to heare the bridegroom say, 
*' Arise my deare, and come away.'* 

Obiit Hen. Maurice, 30 die Julie, 1693. 



HIGH WTCOMBB, BUCKS. 

ON ELIZA ANN MATHIE, 

Who had been six Month married. 

Springs and summers scarce nineteen 

Had fair Eliza seen. 

When Death, a& envying ihat the earth 

Should possess so rare a birth,- 

Snatch'd her fWnn her husband's side — 

Alfllofit too young (to be a-bvidel 

Those who her op'ning virtues saw, 

May thence a sad conjecture draw 

.Of what this sweet wife would liave beeiiy 

If she many da;^s 'had eeen ; 

If partial Fate, whkh now we blMne, 

Had blest her with a mother's name ; 

But lieaven otherwise dispos'd. 

And t^e dark tMab about her clos*d : ' 

The tomb, alaa! a bed too cold 

So fair^ sq y#uBg a bride t' ^ilbld. 
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IMTKNDED BT 

MR. PRIOR . 

FOR HIS OWN MONUMENT. 

M doctors give physic hj Way of preventioii^ - 
Matt, alive and in health, ofhistomb^stone tools: 

F^r ^cla^s arc ttnsaf(S9 and his pious intentioR 

Il^y haply be never f ulfiU'd by his heir. 
ThiJti'liakd Matt's word for it the sculptor is paid ; 

That the figure is fine,* pray believe your own. 
eye; 
Yet credit but lightly what more may be said, 

For we flatter ourselves, and teach marble to lie- 
Yet, counting as far as to fifty his years. 

His virtues and vices were as other mens are; 
High hopes he conceiv'd, and he smother'd great 
fears, 

In a life party-^oolour'd — half pleasure, half care. 
Nor to business a drudge, nor to faction a riav e. 

He strove to make lut'rest and Freedom agtee ; 
In public employments industrious and grave ;* 

But, ak>ne with his friends, Lord ! bow faerrjr 
was he ! . 
Now in equipaj^e stately ; now humbly on foot j 

Bcfth fortunes he try'd, bat to neither would trusty 
And whirl'd in the round, as the wheel turn'd about. 

He found riches had wings, and knew man was 
but diist. 
This verse, little polished, tiioogh mighty sincere^ 

Sets neither his titles nor merits to view : 

* Alluding to thebusto (carved by the famous Coriveaux at 
Paris) do his monumeat m Westminster AUsey. 
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It says that his relics, collected, lie here, 

And no mortal yet knows if this may be true. 
Fierce robbers there are, that infest the highway, 

So Matt, may be kill'd, and his bones never found ; 
False witness at court, and fierce tempests at sea, 

So Mjlvs, may yet chance to be hang'd or bt 
.•>dn>wn'd» . 
If his bones lie in earth, roll in sea, fly in air, 

To Fate we must yield, and the thing is tho sanie J 
And if, passing, thou gif'st bim a smile or a teafy 

He cares not — yet pr'ythee be kind to his.fa^cu i 



ON PRIOR- 
By Mr. Beckihgham, 
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Mean artifice I to gild precarious fame ! 
A Prig a bears a statue in his name. * 
True merit does to heights unlabour'd climb. 
And mocks the rust of age, and waste of time. 
Thus did Apelles' hand deadi's rasure brave, 
And share the imrmortaHcy it gave : 
Venus and Ammon, in his colours shewn. 
Transmit the painter's glory with their own. 



jON WJLLIAM LAWES, A MUSICIAN. 

Killed at the Siege of West* Chester, 

Concord is conquered ;^ in this urn there lies 
The master of great* Mustek's mysteries ; 
And in it is a riddle, like the cause, 
fVill Lowes was slain by those whose Wills are 
JLawes. 
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, In the north aisle of Lavenham church, is a small 
moniiiffient, with a man and woman engrayeain brass : 
from his mouth proceeds a scroll, which has these 
words upon it : In manus tuus due comendo spiritutn 
meumj and underneath this inscription. 

Contynuall prayse these lines in braes^ 

Of Allalne Dister here, 
A clothier vertuous while he was 

IpLayenfaam many a year : 
Foi* as in lyefe he loved best, 

The poor to cloathe and feede^ , 
N So with the riche, and all the rest, 

He neighbourly agreed ; 
And did appoynte, before he dyed, 

A special yearly rent. 
Which shonlde be, every Whttsontide) 

Amongst the poorest spente* 

Et obijt Anno Dm. 1534. 

But, whatever this benefaction was, it b now lost, 
and no one is either willing or able to give any aetount 
>f it. 

i '. ••• m ii«n i i sssggggaec! ' , 

'\ ■ 
IK A COVNVlLY CHURCH TARP, IN NOfiVOW* , . 

ON A CHILD. /7 

_■' • • • . K 

^ EiiE sin could blight^ or sorrow fade^ 

^ . Death ca,«ic with friendly owe ; 

The opening bud to heaven convey'di 

And bade it blossom there» 
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ON CAVE. 

IIT rax CBUltCH of BABKOW tfPON (OABi 

ht the County of Lei&sster* 

% 

xHHere, in this Grave/ there lies aCave, 

We call a Cave a Grave.— 
If Cave be Grave, and Grave be Cave^ 

. Then, reader, judge, I crave, 
Whether doth Cave here lie m Grate^ ' 

Or Grave here lie in Cave ; 
If Grave in Cave here .buried lie, 
Then, Grave j where is thy victory ? 
Go, reader, and report, here lies a Cave, 
Who conquers Death, and bones bis own Grave. 



ON MISS MARTHA ANN YOUNG. 

Who died July 14, 1797, in theffteenth 
year of her age* 

When youth, when tender beauty, part from llfe^ 
Superior to the agonizing strife 
Which rends the soul from att ^ait^^arth holds dear^ 
Tbink not the source of fortitude lies here. 
Think not they borrotv from this ffagHe cfaiy 
So firm a temper, so divine .a ray ; 
With fortitude from Heaven itispir'd, they rise 
Angelic,' ere transplanted to the skies ; 
Serene, content, cheerful, they meet the tomb. 
Where, veilM, theif bud of life springs to eteniid 
bloom. . 



■■ 
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SIR EDWARD WINTER. 

In Battersea Church, Surry, is a monument to tbm 
memory of Sir Charles Edward Winter, an Eiast In* 
dia captain, in the. reign of Charles the Second^ q( 
whom it is reported, that being attacked inthe woo^ 
by a tig^r, he placed himself l^ the side of arirer^ 
and when the beast flew at him, caught him in his 
arms, fell back with him ^into the water, got upon 
him, and kept him down till he was drowned. This 
adventure, as well as another wonderful exploit^ is 
Touched foi- in the following lines, inscribed upon the 
monument. 

Born to be great in fortune as in mind ; 

Too great to be within an isle confined ; 

Young, helpless, friendless, seas unknown he try'dy 

But English courage all those wants supply'd*. 

A pregnant wit, a painful diligence, 

Care to proyide, and bounty to dispense, ; 

Join'd with a soul sincere, plain, open, just, 

Procur'd him friends, and friends procured him trust. 

These were his fortune, tisej and thus begjin 

The hardy youth, rais'd to 'that happy mati. 

A r^rc example, ami uhk*i<ywri to most, -^ . 

Where wealth is gainM, and conscience Is hot lost. 

Not less in martial ^Hm^fr wfts hk BMne^ 

Witness his actions of immortal fame. 

Alone, unatni'd,' k tfger he oppress'd, ' 

And crush'd tor death the mom^or of a beast* 

Thrice twenty mounted Moors he overthrew, 

Singly^ on fo«((, some it^itn^d, sd^e he sleWji ^^ 

Dispers'd the roftt: w^lmt mere could Sampsaii^dii^'^ 
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HIGH WYCOMBE^ BUCKS. 

ON FRANCIS BLACKWELL, 

AND MARY HIS WIFE. 

Hi^£ Hes a holy and a happy pair : 

As once in grace, they now in glory share. 

They dar'd to suffer, and they fear*d io sin ; 

They iheekly bore the cross, the crown to win; 

$o h^± on earth, as not afraid to die ; 

So died, as heirs of iromortalify. 

Reader, attend ! — though dead, they dpeak to thee-^ 

Tread the same patiis — the same thy end shall be. 



The following curious epitaph appears on a head* 
stone in the church-yard of Storrington^ in th« 
CouMTT OF Sussex. 

rHere lies the body of Edward Hide; 
We laid him here because he died. 
We had rather 
It had been his father. 
If it had been his sister, 
We should not have miss'd ber« 
But since 'tis lionest Ned 
No more shall be said. 



,' " '*" 
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IN HARBOW CHURCH-TABD, 

,: ON A YOUNG LADY. 

Sleep <hi, thon fair, and wait th' Almt^ty'a wlli|. 
TImb rise nachang'd^ aiid be aa angel stiUU 
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IK CBISWICK CHURCH-YARD. 

, ON WILLIAM HOGARTH, ESQ. 

Bi^ Garrick. . \ 

Farewell, great painter of mankind I . 

Who reach'd the noblest point of art ; 
Whose pictur'd morals charm the mind^ 

And through the eye correct the heart; 
If Genius fire thee, Reader, stay — . 

If Nature touch thee, drop a tcar-r- 
If neither move thee, tarn away, 

For Hogarth's honoured dust lies here. 

He died the 26th October^ 1764, Aged 67. 



MONTGOMERTSHI R E. 

IN LLANMYNECH CHURCH-yARD, 

IjERE lies John Thomas 
And his three children dear; 
Two buried at Oswestry, 
And one here. 



•UILSFIELD CBURCH-TARD, MONTGOMERYSHIRE^. 

DAVID WILLIAMft^ 

Bkd June 30^ 1769* 

A. UiinER this y^w tree * 
. Buried would tie be, 

Because Jus iatiier he ' 

li^laiited iAm yew tree*. 
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The foQozoing very remarkable Efdi^ is taken from 
a brass pUUe affixed to a stone in the CAfHfi&iiAL 
OF Ely, bettveen the Monuments of Bishop Heton 
and Bishop Gunning. 

Yet a verie little, and he tiiat will come shall come* 
The speritt and the bride say come. 
Lett him that heareth say come. 
And lett him that is a-thirst say come. 
Evien so come Lord Jesv. 

r Tyndall by birth> 
Yrsyla i Coxee by choice. 
^ I Vpcher in a^e and for comfort. 

Anno jEtatis 77°* 

N. B. This gentlewoman was the daughter of Doc- 
tor Humphrey Tyndall, first Dean of Ely, and was 
called Sappho fron^ her wit and morals. She married 
at twenty, became a widow at forty two, and after 
having enjoyed her liberty, thirty-five years, married 
again at Beventy»seven, a lad of nineteen, ^^ for com- 
fort, being within two months of her end." 



CHASTLETON CHURCH-TARD, OXFORD* 

ON MR. SECRET. 

By the Lady to whom he was soon to have been married. 

Could gratefnl loye recal'the fleeting breathy 
Or chaste afenction sooth nelentless death ; 
Then had this stone ne'er clani'd a social tear^ 
Nor read to thonfMess youth a lesson here. 

TOL* I. Q 
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ON ROBIN HOOD. 

h. 

Hear underneath dis laitl stean 
laiz robert earl of huntingdon ; 
nea arcir yer az hie sae geud, 
an pipl kauld im Robin Heud : 
sick utiawz as hi an is men 
Til England diver si agen. 

obiit ^4 kal, dekembris 1247. 
See Thoresby's Ducat Leod, p. 576. Biog. Brit 
VI.— 3933. 

The above is in black letter. 

IN MODERN ENGLISH, 

Here, underneath this little stone^ 
Lays Robert £arl of Huntingdon : 
No archer was as he so good, 
And people call'd him Robin Hood : 
Such outlaws as he and his men 
Will England never see again. ' 

He died December 24th, 1247. 

The famous hero of the above epitaph had his 
chief residence in Sherwood Forest, in Nottingham- 
shire, and the heads of whose story, as collected by 
Stow, are briefly these. 

*< In this time (about the 1190, in the reign of 
Richard the First) were many robbers, and outlaws, 
among the which Robin Hood and Little John, re- 
nowned thieves, continued in woods, despoyling and 
robbing the goods of the rich. They killed none 
but such as would invade them : or by resistance for 
their own defence. 

<< The said Robert entertained an hundred t^I 
men, and good archers, with such spoiles and thefts 
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as he got, tfpon whom four hundred, (were they ever 
450 strong) durst not give the onset. He suffered no 
Voman to be oppressed, violated^ or otherwise mo- 
lested : poore men's goods he spared, abundantlie 
relieying them with that which, by theft, he got from 
abbeys and the houses of rich carles : whom Major 
(the historian) blameth for his rapine and theft, but 
of all theeves he affirmeth him to be the prince^ and 
the most gentle theefe." Annals, p. 159. 

The personal courage of this celebrated outlaw, 
his skill in archery, his humanity, and especially his 
levelling principle of taking from the rich and giving 
to the poor, have, in all ages, rendered him the fa« 
vourite of the common people ; who, net content 
with celebrating his memory by innumerable songs 
and stories, have erected him into the dignity of an 
earl. Indeed, it is not impossible but our hero, to 
gain the more respect from his followers, or they jfco 
derive the more credit to their profession, may have 
given rise to such a report themselves : for we find 
it recorded in an epitaph, which, if genuine, must 
have been inscribed on his tombstone near the nun. 
nery of Kirklees, in Yorkshire ; where (as the stary 
goes) he was bled to death by a treacherous nun, ta* 
whom he applied for phlebotomy. 



m BAaTON.STACET CHURCH- YARD, HANTS, 

ON MR. JOHN COLLINCE, 

'WifER* 'twas I liv*d or dy'd, it matters not ; 
To whom related, or by whom begot ; 
I was, "bnt am not ; ask no more of me ; 
ItS'ail I am^ and all that you must be« 
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Vi^folfawmg Ifi8er^i>Haf^i9 pbcedimd^: f^M^^^ 
cverihe grace cf^MMSinB^iij^^J^^ of j^^hj 
inltdand^ voho ordered one bmdfed p(f^n^^f^^.be 
given to thePooTy instead of a pov^p^fu$^fyi^ol^ 
1744. 
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No marble pomp, no monumental praise; ^' \r 
Mjtombihu'diai, epitaph'titeserlaj^s. \ . 
Pi^e and fow mouM^iing cl^ but ill agrcfe;. ' . 
Death levelis me to beggars : kings to- me.' ' "'• \^. 
AKvc, instruction was iliy work eich dajr | ' ^ , 
Dead, I persist instruction to convey; "' * 
Her^9 Reader, mark (perhaps now in thy prime) 
The stealing steps of nerer-standing^mett^ " ' 
Thou'It be what I am; c^tcb the preseM hour; 
Efliploy that well, for thaf s within thy p6i*tert » 



IK. THE CATHEDRAL CHURCH. YARD, WtNCBESTEtt., 

To the Memory of 

THOMAS THEtCHER, 

A grenadier tn the North Battalion of the Hamp* 
shire Militia, who died of a 'ferer, occasioned' by 
.driaklDg) when hot, a considerable quantity of tnoau 
beer^ the 13th of May, 1764. In grateful remem* 
brance of whose universal good-will towards his 
comrates/tiiis stone Id praeiftd htt€ at thefts e^ip^nce^ 
as a small testimony of their regard and; es|^(e^. 

X Here rests in peace, a HampAire Grenadier, 
Who kilPd himself by dnnking poor small beer ; 
Soldiers, be warnM by hi^ untimely fall, ^ 
And when you're hot dHnk strong of ''i^oiie ^t aU, 
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Ihefdttming heauHfid Unei^ wrUien by the lUtferenS 
• Doctor Pecktttrd and his Leufy^ an J^kzoel EdU^ aii 
honest man^ and mftnjf ^fears parwh clerk of Letton^ 
' a smaU village near Peterborough^ tn Northampton^ 
fhtroy are tdcen from a graoe stone in thai chusth^ 
yard. 

Oh, th^tthe dead might sp^ak, and in a strain 

To charm each death-form'd doubt and heartfelt p^n ! 

Might tell the timid sons of vital breaith, 

How soft and easy is the bed of death ! 

Might from^ this moral truth rich comfort giye^ 

That man but lives to die, and dies to live ! 

Let samptnous marbles, and the laboured bust, 
Graoe the proud pile that corers titled dust ; 
Whilst o'er this sod, where sleeps the humble dead^ 
Returning springs a liWng verdure shed; . 
And on this ^stone the Mnse unbought shall is^y, 
<f Blest is the man who claims the. genuine lay 
^^ Which truth and gratitude united pay. . . 

M.P. 



fhese Unes are inscribed on the Tomb^stone of a Watch* 
Maker ^ in the Jbbei/ Churchy at Shrewsbury. 

Tht movements, Gorsuch, kept in play, 
The wheels of life felt no decay, 

For fifty years at least ; 
TUi, by some sudden fatal stroke, 
The main spring or the balance broke^ ; 

. . And all tiie mQTements ceas'd. 
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ON A YOUNG GENTLEMAN. . , . 

Who killed himself by drinking Strong Beer called October, 

Here lie I mBSt, ^ 

Wrapp'd up in dust, 

Confined to be sober; 
Qarke* take care, 
Lest you come here, 

For faith here's no 06lober. 



SIR ISAAC NEWTON. 

Born Bee, 25, 1642, died 20 March, 1726. 

Ik Westminster Abbey is an elegant monument^ 
"with appropriate fissures, to the memory of the im^ 
mortal Newton, with the following Latin inscrip- 
ti6n: — 

Here is deposited Sir Isaac Newton, Knight, wboi, 
by the light of mathematical learning, and a force of 
mind almost divine, first explained the motions ^nd 
figures of the planets and planetary of bits : the paths' 
of the comets, the tides, and the ocean : and disco- 
Tered, what no one before had §ver suspected, the 
difference of the rays of light, and the distinction of 
colours thence arising. He was a diligent, faithful^ 
and penetrating interpreter of Nature, of Antiquity,' 
and the Holy Scripture. By his philosophy he as- 
serted the Majesty of God, .the greatest and most 
glorious of all Beings ; and by his morals expressed 
the simplicity of the Gospel. Let mortals contra- 
tulate themselves, that there has been so great^ so 
good a man, the glory of the human race, 

, * His pot-companion* 
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The- following couplet was intended for his 
monument. By Mr. Pope. 

Nature and Nature^s laws lay hid in night : 
God said. Let Newton be^ and all was light. 



The following yerses also appeared. 

That sun of knowledge, whose meridian ray^ 
Kindled the gloom of nature into day, 
That soul of science, that unbounded mind ! 
That genius which exalted human kind ! 
Confest supreme of men ! his country's pride^ 
And half esteem'd an angel-— till he died : 
Who in' the eye of Heaven, like Enoch stood, 
And thro* the paths of knowledge walk'd with God : 
Who made his fame a sea without a shore, 
And bat forsook this world to know the laws of 
more. 



ON THE SAME. 

By Aaron HilL 

More than his name were less ; — T would seem to 

fear, 
He, who increased Heaven's fame, should want it 

here. 
Yet, when the suns he lighted up shall fade. 
And all th& worlds he found are first decay'd ; 
Then, void and waste. Eternity shall lie, 
And 'fime, and Newton's name^ for ever die. 
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OLD GREir FRIERS, EI5INBUR,GH. 

^ Stay, passenger, and shed a tear, 
For good James Murray Jieth here ; 
He wis of Phillip Haugh descended, 

' ' Attd for his merchandise commended. 

' ' He was a man of a good life, 

' Mirry'cl Bethia Mauld to his wife ; 
Hfr toay thank God that e'er he got her, 
' Shb bore him three son3 and a daiigliter. 
' ' The first he was a man of might, 

Ft>t "t^hich die king made him a knight. 
The second was both wise and wily. 
For which the town made him a baify. 
The third a factor of rcnowiii. 
Both i«i Camphire and in this town. 

. His dtughier ifras both grave and wise, 
And married was to James Elies. 

He died April 30, 1649^ in the'rd year of his ig€^ 






iSLIN^'yoX. 

, ONaOHN MICtHAEL STERN, 176«. 

, His {life, i^9? short, he laboured to improye 

t. In,tfad^9rin TirMiiQ^ and in social ioire» 

I, J{is heart w4s go^.. religiously inclin'd ; . 

.).|Ii9Jb^mp(»r^w0«t,.befteToleiit, andKkisd; > « 

][i Jtis a»^Bjier;Qp«% generous, and free ; 

1 Jie w»fi n.msLn^ such 9A a jno^n should be. * 
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W. ELDERTON, 

THE RED-NOSED BALLAD MAKER, 

He was originally an attorney in the sheriff's court 
of London, and after warcls (if we may belief e Oldys) 
a comedian, was a facetious fuddling companiony 
irhose tippling and rhymes renderedhim famous among 
his contemporaries. He was author of many, popular 
songs and ballads, and probably other pief^s. He 
is belieyed to have fallen a victim to his bottle be- 
fore the year 1592. His epitaph has been vecorded 
by Camden, and is thus translated by Oldys. 

Dead drunk, here Elderton doth lie J 
Dead as he is, he still is dry : 
So of him it may well be said, 
Here he, .but not his thirst, is laid. 

See Stowe's Lond. (Guildhall) — Bio]^. Brit. 
(Drayton, by Oldys, Note B.) — Ath. Ox. — Camden's 
Remains — ^The Exaale-lation of Ale, among Beau* 
mont's Poems, 8to. 1653. 



WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

DR. BUSBY. 

Behdli)! underneath, lies: the image of Busby: 
such as he appeared to human eyes. If you desire 
to see that part of him more deeply impressed on thbir 
minds, thoughtfully surrey the shining characters of 
both unirersities, and the law, And the leading and 
principal men in the court, the parliament, add Uie 
church. When you hai^e seen such \ full-sown and 
plenteous Jiarvest of ingenilMis men, only consider 
what he must hare been who sowed it. Thia was h« 
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who nicefy discovered, nsefully managed, andliappirjr 
improyed the natural genius of every one : this he, 
who, by his instructions, reformed and nourished the 
minds of youth, that they learned to grow Viise as 
they learned language ; and while they were educated 
as boys, they improved as men. As many as, taught 
by him, appeared in public, so many fjiithful and 
strenuous asserters were raised to the church and 
monarchy of England. Lastly, whatsoever f9rae the 
school of Westminster boasts, and whatever advan* 
^e mankind shall reap from thence, is principally 
owing to Busby, and will be owing to him in all ageai^ 
So useful a member of the commonwealth, God was 
pleased to bless with length of days and increase of 
riches; and, in return, he cheerfully devoted himself 
and his for the promotion of piety, to relieve the 
poof, to encourage learning, and to repair churches. 
These were his ways of enjoying wealth ; and what 
he did not employ in his life-time to this purpose, be 
bequeathed at his death. 

On the Pedestal. 
Richard Busby, of the county of Lincoln, D. D. 
born at Lutton, 1606, Sept. 22. Made master of 
Westminster College, 1640, Dec. 23. Elected pre- 
bend of Westminster, 1660, July 5; and treasurer 
of Wells, Aug. 1 1, in the same year. He died 1695, 
April 5. 

WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

MRS. BEHN. 

Died April 16, 1689. 
' fiERE lies a proof that wH can never be 
'^ Defence enough againsrt mortality. / 
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IN GLASGOW CHURCHYARIX 

Here ligs Mess Andrew Gray^ 
Of whom ne mukle good can \ ssty ; ^ 

*He was he Quaker j for he had ne spirit ; 
He was ne Papist^ for he had ne merit ; 
pe was ne Turk^ for he drank muckle wine i ^ 
He was wcJew^ for he eai: muckle swine. 
t*ull forty years he preach'd and lee'd \ 
For which God dom'd him when Ii;e dee'd* 



CANTERBURY CATHEDRAL. 

ON MERIC CASAUBON. 

Stay, traveller, and reverence. Here Meric Ca« 
sa^bon divested himself of the mortal remains of his 
immortal spirit. The heir of a great name and a 
learned r^ce, having for his father Isaac Casaubon, 
for his uncle Henry Stephens, and for his great uncle 
Robect Stephens. Alas! what men! what prodigies 
of learning ! what drnahients of their age ! He hav- 
ing received bis learning as by inheritance, descei^ding 
from so many learned ancestors, improved it, ana 
consecrated it, to the ornament and increase of piety, 
which eversat as queen in his breast. Hie also en. 
riched the republic of letters with a manifold treasure 
of things and languages. He was a man, uncertain 
whetlier more famous for learning or piety, and most 
remarkable for his liberality to • the poor, his com- 
municative temper to his friends, his humanity and 
tenderness to all, and.fo^ his enduring the most ex. 
qnisite torture^ of a Ungf^ring. di3ten\ppr, i^ith s^ll 
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Chrisetftii^Mciic^. This meliiD^Iiiiiii 
in besMtring the digtrity of ^rst caaoiii^1f6''*il>fcAth 
the CasaobooB^ who held the same rank aiimoaQr^e 
learned, its lihe do^s am^tvg the churches;' • Oh v£b. 
saubon died liie day pre(iedtng the Mes of Jul;^, iCTl, 
in the 7dth year of his age, and the 46tb of fib 
canonship. '• - ' • / 



In $t. AgneUo, Naples, is a Latin Inscription, 
Irhich in English runs thus : 

Dear father, receive this monument as a small ac« 
l^npwledgment for all the yalaable fayburs receiyed 
from you. H^^d it been possible for ine to have 
transformed myself into marble, you would ha?e 
hq,d no other tomb than my body ; nor any ^ther 
epitaph than this : " The grateful Alexis returns hii. 
^^thej the being he receiyed from him, and becomes 
bis parent's sepi^lchre." 



^ IK THE CHURCH PF OLD WINDSOR. 

dN'JVtRS. INlAUY tlOiEilNSbN. 

BY MR. PRATT. 

^,di(^d Bee. m^ 1900, aged 43 Years. i . 

Op B6auty*8 isle, her daughters must dieclare^ ' 
She who steeps here, was fairest of the fair. * 
But ah ! while Nature on her fay'rit^ smil'd| 
An9 Genius claim''^ his share in Beauty's' cM!^: 
E'eA 'is tAey wove a garland for her brow,' 
Sorrow prepar'd a willowy wreath of w6« : 
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"^VAit'A luiiid nightBhade with the hqda otM^ji^ . % 

1 xAmdi^ma^^ Iwr dai-keat cypvess wUh tli^ b9j : . , 

tifiojiiiUkw^tears steep'd etery op'oing,<flqwieir,) i . ^ 

tJBlre|rfd on the tweets^ and g«ve thecankec pQW^i?; . ; 

. iT^ty O^diay Pity's angel from thegraire ..;. . 

' t Vftis dttdf YictiiB of misfortune s&ve I 1 1 . .. . < . ( 

And as she springs to everlasting morn, ,,,.] ,,, ,,..> 

May Glory's fadeless crown her soul adorn* 

ON MOLIERE. 






.MoLiERE, on whom these lines were made, waM 
t^ken ili while he was playing the part of a dead maii^ 
on the stage, in one of his own comedies, was car^ 
ried home, and died in a few hours. He was born, 
according to Bayle, about the year 16^0. He went 
through his school learning under the Jesuits ia 
Clermont college, and was designed for the bar ; but 
after he had made an end of his s.tudy pf tfie ciyil law, 
he pitched npon the profession of a comedian : 
wherein he sneiieeded, and 'wrote sererad exquisite 
plays. / U^ died on the.sey^teentji .of/ F^jruary^ 
167 3. — ^The inscription, in English, is tnus : 

• r I 

Within this melancholy tomb confined, 
Here lies the matchless ape of humankind ; 
Wh9,iv]|ile he labonr'd, w^tli apcibitipu? sj^ifiPi^ 
T^ mimick dqith, as he had nupiick^'d^lire^ 
So well,. or, rather ill, .perfona'$l hi9 part,,. . , 
7Jv^t)eath9 4clighte4.wit|) bis iwond'rpus^i^rt^' 
."Soatch'a W.tbe ^^py,. to the gri^f of ^IffUjic^^ , 
And npAd/eit w onginal 4t oncQ. , , . . .,,^ 
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dN A MONUMENT 

ERECTED TO HENRY HO ARE, Eso. 

AT STOURHEAD. 

' By William Hayley^ Esq. 

Te who have view'd, in pleasure's choicest hour, 
The earth embellished on these banks of Stour, 
With grateful rev'rence to this marble lean, 
Rais'd to the friendly founder of the scene. 
Here, with pure love of smiling Nature warm'd, 
This far«fam'd demi-paradise he form'd ; 
And, happier still, here learn'd from heaven to find 
A sweeter Eiden in a bounteous mind. 
Thankful these fair and flowery paths he trod^ 
And priz'd them only as they lead to God. 



f IN NORWICH CATHEDRAL.- 

ON WILLIAM INGLOTT. 

Here William Inglott, organist, doth rest, 
. Whose art in Wttsic this cathedral blest,,. 
^ For descant most, for voluntary all. 
He past on organ, song, ^nd virginal!. 
'He left this life at age of sixty-seven, 
And now 'mongst angels all sings St. in heaYeii* 
His faine flies far; his name shaUner^r dier ^ 
S^e Art and Age here crown Ms memorie; ' ' ^ 
Non digitis, Inglotte, tuis terrestrias tangii^ 1 
Tangis nunc digitis orgadae celsae poll* 
Anno Dom. 1621. 

Buried the last day of ^ This erected the f 5th 

December, 1621. dayof June, l^Sfti 
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ON TWO SOLDIERS, 

OF THE HANTS MILITIA, 

« _ 

The following epitaph, written by the Reyeretid 
Mi^. Davis, of Fareham, in Hampshire, is inscribed 
on a' tomb-stone erected to the memory of two sol- 
diers belonging to the North Hants militia, who wer^ 
murdered by some foreigners in the Isle of Wight. 

As o'er this tomb somesorro^ng comrade stands^ 
And mourns our life, cut off by fordgn bands ; 
As Fancy views the reeking blade around. 
And life's warm current rushing from the wound ; 
Let him exclaim, with manly grief opprest, 
^' Here unoffending murder'd vidbims rest !" 
Oh ! may our fate, in warning accents, show 
What mischiefs from ungovern'd passions flow. 
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•T, Andrew's holborn — new burying-orqunp. 
, ON THE REV- JOHN BLUCK. 

Who died March «, 1762, JE. 33. 

Whii.e o'er this modest stone Religion weeps, 
Beneath, a gen'rous, cheerful Christian sleeps ; 
Rests from the teacher's charge, the scholar's part ; 
Labours of love, and virtues^of the heart : 
Who own'd, observant still of Truth's fair bays, 
Np other guide, nor wish'd for other praise : 
Who, friend to man, and foe to vice alone, 
Liv'd fojT our btiss, and died to crown his own. 
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ON A YOUNG LADY. 

£j/ lUekard Savage, Etq. 

Clos'd are those eyes that beam'd seraphic fire^ 
Cojd is that breast which gave the world desire ; 
Mtite is the Voice where winning softness warm^dy 
Where miisic melted, and where wisd'oin charmM : 
And liyely wit, which, decently confin'd, 
No prude e'er thought impure, no friend unkind. 

Coti'd' modest Knowledge, fair,' untrifling youlii, 
Persuasive Reason, and endearing Truth ; 
Cou'd Honour, sho#n in Friendships most refin'd, 
And Sense, that' shields fh' attempted virtuous mind; 
The social Temper, never known to strife, 
The heigh t'ning Graces liiat embellish life ; 
Cou'd these have e'er the darts of Death defy'd, 
Never — ahrl never had JKE^i^tndSii dy'd ! 
Nor can abe die— E'en now survives her same, 
Immortalized by Friendship, Love, and Fame* 



BARKING, ESSEX. 

ON THOMAS HUMEHRJEY, 

Ob. Fehruary 17, 1765, JE. 75, and 

SARAH HIS WIFE, 

05. September 24, 1757, ^. 63. 

Enough, cold stone, suffice their long-lov'dname| 
Words are too weak to pay their virtue's claim. 
Temples, and tombs, and towers shall was(;e away. 
And Power's vain pomp in mould' ring dust decay ; 
But ere mankind do better parents see, 
Eternity, Q Time ! sh^ll bury^ thee. ; 



•^^^^mir 
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HENRY MARTEN/ ' 

Lived to the advaaced age of seyentj-eighty and 
died by a stroke of apoplexy, which seized hiiQ« 
while at dinner, in the twentieth year of his con- 
finement.* He was buried in the chancel of Uli^ 
parish church at Chepstow. His Epitaph, com-' 
posed by hfahself, is in these words : — 

Here 
September the 9th, in the year of ouf Locd 1680| « 
Was buryed a true Englishman ; 
Who in Barkshire was well known 
To loye his country's freedom, 'boye his own : 
But living immured full twenty year^ 
Had time to write, as doth appear. 

His epitaph. 

H ere or elsewhere (all's one to you, to me) 
£ arth, «f , or wat^, gripes my ghostiess dust. 
N one knows how soon to be by fire sett free. 
R eader, if you an oft tryed rule will trust, 
Y ou'U gladly do, and suffer what you must. 

M y life w^s spent with serving you^ and y ou^ 

A nd deatih's my pay (it seems) and wekome too* 

R e?enge destroyii^ but itsdf, while I 

T o birds of prey leave my old cage, and fly. 

£ samples preach to th' eye, care then (mine says) 

N ot how you end, but how you spend your dayes. 

* He was one of ihe regicides in the time of Charles the Firsts and 
vas fottod guilty, but his enmity to Cromwell, and surrender on the 
proclaiQiatfoiiy were juiUy urged by his friends as motiycii for pardon ; 
which he obtained, on condition of perpetual im|Hisonnient. He was 
£rst confined in .the Tower ; bat soon removed to the Castle of Chep* 
«tow, at which place he died. 

TOL.I. H 



s 



9.8 

Inscribed on a Pillar lately erected in the midst of, a 
heap of stones J on the side of the highway in the 
North of England,^ By the Lord of the Manor, 

Stay, Traveller, stay, and peruse a sad s^ory ; 
^or here I am set, ^ ^ Memento Mori; 
To give the world notice, that npder th^e ^ton^s, 
Here lie the remains qf ope \yilliam Jones ; 
Who made, if the tale be as true as 'tis old. 
Too much haste (alas !) to get rid of a scold. 
One night, as he under her discipline lay^ 
Atoning for crimes of the foregoing day, 
An unfortunate thought came into his head 
To make his escape : so he rusl^'d out of bed, 
And ran with all speed to the brink of yon delph, 
From whence, leaping headlong, he brained himself^ 
This was, without question, his own act and deed, 
And yet in their censures all are not agreed. 
The law, it condemn'd him, you see here : but still 
Some people applaud him : because, say they, Will 
Chose rather to lie, for avoiding of strife, 
Alone in a grave, than in bed with his wife : 
Whilst others entitle him fool for his pains, 
In dashing out's own, instead of her brains. 



DUNOALK, IN IRELAND. 

< ON ROBERT MOORE. 

Here lies the body of Robert Moore, 
What signifys more words ? 
Who kilPd himself by eating«of curds : 
But if he had been rul'd by Sarah his wife. 
He might have liv'd all the days of his life. 
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ST. FLAVIAN'S, BY MOUNT FIASCONE. 

EST. EST. EST. PPR. NIUM. 1ST. HIC. 
jro* !>£• FLEC. D. MEUS. MORTUS. EST. 

This is on the tomb of a German prelate, ^ho 
was no enemy to the bottle ; for in travelling it ap- 
pears he always sent his steward forward to taste 
the wines of the several inns upon the road : if tole-^ 
rably good the rnqfor^domo was to chalk upon the 
door, in capitals, the Latin word est (it is) ; if very 
good he was to write esty esty and the bishop had 
ever full reason to be content with his steward'ji 
superlative taste. Being arrived at Monte Fiasconey 
the steward- found the Muscadel wine M delicious, 
that he did not scruple to triple the esty and the 
bishop so coincided in his tastef's opinion, that, from 
an inordinate devotion to it, he died in a few day^. 
He bequeathed 10,000 crowns to the hospital there, 
dn condition that on Whitsunday they should an* 
nually give, to all persons who might cofne for it, as 
much Muscadel wine and btead as they could eat and 
drink at a meal. There is a handsome monument, 
with a figure of the bishop, in his pontificial tesrt* 
ments, mitre, crosier, &c. and on each side of hi^ 
effigies there are two escutcheons — and as many 
drinkittg passes/ 



ON A YOUNG STUDENT IN OXFORD, 



Short was thy life, 
Yet livest thou ever ; 
Death hath his due. 
Yet dyest thou never* 
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IN HADLEIGH CHURCH, SUFFOLK. 

To free me from domestic strife, 
Death call'd at my house — bat he spoke with mj wife. 
' Sasan, wife of Darid Patison, lies here^ 
October the 19th, 1706. 
Stop, Reader ! and if not iu a harry, shed a to». 



ON HENRY SMYTH, Esq. 
Cammpniy hunon bif the name of Dog Smgfth. 

In Wandsworth church is an inscription to the 
taemorj of Henry Smyth, Esq. a senator (i. e. alder- 
man) of London, who died January 3d, 1627, aged 
79 yeard; who, while living, gave to the following 
towns in Surry (his native county) the mttk of 
<£. 1000 each, for the relief and setting the poor 
to work ;— - 

Croi:i>on, Kingston, Guildford, DARKiNo,and 
Farnham. And at his death, for the same charita- 
ble purpose, gare to Richmond and Hyegate jS. 1000 
each ; to Wandsworth, the place of his birth^ j^.ftOO. 
To redeem captives and prisoners from the Turkish 
tyranny j6, lOOO, with the greatest part of hb estate 
to different parishes in the same county, MiTCHAiiex- 
cepted, the reason of its exclusion seems to have been, 
that he was whipt in that town as a vagrant, by vlpicli 
it would appear that hiis parents were but of low afid 
mean origin. By his habltattqn in Silvei^ Street^ 
London^ many have thought him of that profession ; 
but by am inscription iu Great Booikham Church* 
Yard) SyaRYi ho is -caJkd citizen and Salter of 
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London. He appears to have been extremely core- 
tons, and to have obtained the nick-name of Dog 
Smyth^ because he kept no table, bat dined at friends' 
bouses, which he never quitted without begging a bit 
for his dog. For ^ more particular account of this 
singular character, see Aubrej's Surry, and Dale's 
Hist, of Harwich, 



BAKEWELL CHURCH YARD, 

DEVONSHIRE. 

Know, Posterity, that on the 8th of April, in the 
year of Grace 1757, the rambling remains of John 
Dale were, in the 86th year of his pilgrimage, laid 
upon his two wives. 

This thing, in life, will raise some jealousy ; 
Here all three lie together lovingly : 
But from embraces, here no pleasure flows, 
Alike are here all human joys and woes. 
Here Sarah's chiding John no longer hears. 
And old John's rambling Sarah no more fears ; 
A period's come to all their toilsome lives, 
The good man's quiet, — still are both his wives. 



Translation of an Epitaph in the Church of St, Botolph^ 

Bishopsgate 

Below an husband and a wife are laid. 

One flesh when living, and one dust now dead. 

A sister's ashes mingle in the urn. 

And thus three bodies to one dust return ; 

But Thou, O Three in One, Almighty Pow'r, 

From this one dust, three bodies wilt restore. 



BOor oirimss, scotlamo. 

To the Memory, of 
ROBERT STERLIN, SKIPPER. 

Th^ world's tempest'otts sm wbilp I did plowy. 
My anchor hope ; the word my compass too z 
Blest faith my helm ; the wind to fill my sails 
The holy spirit, with its blessed gales ; 
North-star, thou Christ alone ; I steer'd to thee, 
Thou still wast in mine, heart, aod in mine eye ; 
In heay'n, above, my safest port ; whence I 
Bespise and scam all earth's uncertainty. 



I in.',i in 'II 'I ,f t. V ' II I 
ON A DWARF. 

In the palace of Cardznat Alessandro Alhardy near 
the Quatro Fontahe^ at Romcy is the following sin- 
gular inscription (in Latin) to the memory of an 
adroit and comical Phrygian. Dwarf, of the name of 
Hector^ in the seryice of VomitiUay wife to Fes* 
pasian : — 

Ye worshippers of Cyhele^ and you who ihourn 
Atys^ for a while suspend your orgies, ^nd weep 
oyer my ashes. — ^{lere I lie^ Heptor, the littj^ heir 
of a great name. I could ride, wrestle, and ji6ke. — 
Thanks to thee, DomitiUa^ who hast buried thy 
small servant under so large a monument. 

• • : • K. 
..P i ',''. P Hi ' III . I II „ l . 8=; .-• \< 

ON MAStER BOftBRIDGEi ; 

THE TBA,€^£BXAZr. V 

Exit Barbridge« ^ i 
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7^ foUomng Epitaph xms composed for Jacob 
Freeman^ who was buried in the Cloister^yard of 
the Catk^drut of Norwich, where he medftP[lie on a 
hill and sleeps xoith his head on a stone. This old 
man was very hardfy nstd by the Committ^'in ikoss 
timesy for~ fying in the Cathedral and in the Church 
Porches; where he used to repeat the Cdmmiin 
Prayer to the people in spite of their illtreatitent^ 
he being often sent to bridewm and wh^t fbr if* 
He died during tht usurpation of Oi OromweAj 163(X 

Here in HM homely cabinet, 
Resteth a poor old anchoret ; 
Upon the ground he lay all weathers, > 
Not as most men, g6ose like, on feathers. 
. ^ox so indeed it came to pass, 
The Lord of Lords his Landlord was. 
He liy'd, instead of wainscot rooms, 
Like the possessed, amongst the tombs ; 
, As by some spirit thither led. 
To be acquainted with the de^d.' 
Each morning from -his bed so hallow'd. 
He rose, took up his cross, and fdllbWd'; 
Tq every porch he did repair. 
To. vent himself in Conim on Prayer ; ' ' ' 
, , Whereii^ he was alone devout. 

When preaching jiistled prayin'g out ; 
In such procession through th6 city', 
Maugre the devil mid GommittM, 
He daily wi^Q^) fcf vhjpfc h^ f^U, ^ . 
Not 'into Jacob's, but Bridewell, 
Where you mi|hf sai his loyal back, 
Red lettered like an Almanaok ; 
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Or I ina}^ rather else arer^ 
DQinifrick't like a Calender; ' 
And liim triumphing at that harm, 
Having naught else to keep it warm ; ^ 
With Paul he always pray'd, no wonder. 
The lash ,dM keep kis desb sdll under ; 
Yet wh^Qord seem'd to lose its Btu^^ 
WJitb fi^ff ihechureh or for the king'; 
Higk'ls^alfy ineHch a dearth 
Could baffle torments with mean earthy 
Aj^iUip' such su^rings he did pass, 
In spite of bonds still Freeman was : 
'Tis well his pate was weather proof, 
The palace like, it had no roof ; 
The hair was off, and 'twas the fashion, 
The crown being under sequestration ; 
Tho' bald as Time, and Mendicant, 

. ; : Na Friar |^ but Prqteataot 
<. His head each morning and each eye^' 
. Was W^ter'd .with the. d^w of hear^ : 

« . He lo4g'd,alik^9 dead la^ alive, 

, > . As . opa that, djd his g rai^ surviye ; 

A . . jF<3tr heM>nqw, tbol he H. deadi 

• .., « St^t iuiA jnfmner pji|t to b«d ; . 
, 1 K > His ii9k\m being above ground yet, 

, p..U|ider(«',tbujLtui-f GOTierlel; ^ j 

-V ,,iPitj( ^e.<ift JiQip^r^jbdid lay^ 
..,,1 .^^tdidtj^ porches so^ much pray ; 
./sX:9tMWl»ha.re this epitaph, . , . 

^fi jy^FQjsle^pftjpJd Ja^pb, at^ne, aad staff. 



Qi^.M9t.idteM«$« p^ut^poor Xqm's oo mi^rp^ 
Last debt ! — ^Tom never paid a debt before. 



» / 
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INSCRIPTION ON A TOMB-STONE, 

I If ANSrr CHURCH-TARD. 

Mart Bbst lies buried here, v 
Her age it was just nioety year t 
Twenty^eight she livM a single UIb, ' 
And only four yeai3S was a wife ; 
She liv'd a widow fifty-eight. 
And died Janoary llth. 



KEW CHURCH, AMSTERDAM. 

EPFEN UYT. 

» 

These Flembh words are on a very amcient fune- 
ral monument of whitish mM'ble, on which is also en* 
giaved a pur of slippers of a very singular kind. — 
IJffen utt means exactly. The story is, that a 
man, tolerably rieh, and Who dearly loved good eat> 
ing, took it into his head that he was only to fiye a 
certain number of years, and no longer. In this 
whimsey he counted that, if he spent so much a year, 
his estate and his life would expire together. It hap. 
pened that he was not decc^ed in either of these 
cpmputations, for he died precisely at the time he 
had prescribed to himself, and had then' so far ex« 
hausted his fortune, that, after paying his dcbi^, he 
had nothii^ left, but 9i pair of siippars^ His relatione 
buried him creditably, and caused the slippers to be 
canred en his tomb, with the above mentioned kcdlifc 
words. . ' , ' 
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ON AN IMPORTUNATE TAILOR. 

^ He]|IE Jies W. W. ... ,„ , 

^ . ,/Who nerei; more will troubk you^ trouble ypu. 



.. - .' ■ ■■ ' \.. • . *.. 
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IN BlfiEFOto CHURCH, 6EV6N. 

If to have been an emiiiently good and useful man 
firhB.placoand time, be a jiist claim to perpetnfl^ 
■emeoibyands, the subject of tlm following epitapk * 
-wa^ifieculiatiy ^ititled to thb frail kind of kninor- 
Uity. 

.1 He was born at Bideford, of a very res|iectabie 
Bad ancient family. In his youth he experienced 
i^poie very remarkable deliVeriinces from immineat 
dangers, which seemed to indicate him born for the 
gbod of hi^ fellot^ creatures. He fell^ at one tiroe^ 
froma crag^ preicipice^ of a tremendlMis height,^ 
without hnrt;- dnd another time, an arrww^ strnd^v 
binf forcibly on the forehead, withoat any other eo*^' 
Beqiieade than leaving a mark^ whidi' rema!ittisdtto> 
bb'deatb^ < ^ ^t ;. •« 

\. Though 'h^ carried- on al verjr extensive ^ordgK^ 
imd^^. and 'had many ships on the sea ^at oitcey it'was' 
reanarked tiiat he never lost one* 'w ;' - . . 

' ■:'Dh« plague breaking outin'tiie-toWn^anF'tfae y«ar^ 
1646, the' mayor can away, and Mr. Stntfage^* -wiM 
amazing boldness and philanthropy, took the critical 
office on himself' t'd'tbe'gHBat comfbrt of the inhabi- 
tants, in' their grievous-distress. > He visited every in- 
fected house, took care to. supply the needy with 
food and) phytic, anil saw the dead* buried vridi'^de. 
ceady. ^ben thm, by his prndent managonubnt, 
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the town was cleared of this dread/ul enemyi Mr. 
Strange fell the last victim to its rage. 

The following epitaph is engraved on a fair mona« 
ment, beneath the bust of this excellent lAan, who' 
appears to have been the Howard of his day. 

Sacred to the Memory of . ,. v 

MR.' JOHN STRANGE, 

Some time merchant of this town^ 
dispositioB, afikbility in disooorsey coiirteoiMneflB iw 
carnage, uprigihtness in commerce, iidelitpf in magii^ 
tracy, largeness of heart, and liberality of hand 'to) 
the needy, bonntifulness m hospitality^ hanility'in 
the flow, equability in the ebb, of outward things, and< 
BineeffeloYe to God, his Gospel, and Saints; harhig 
lived belorred, and deservedly honouted^ aftm tha 
pilgrimage of fifty^six years ended, died, and, 
not . without great cause, much lamented^ Augnst^^ 
Anno Don. 1646, in his fofurth and fatal mayoralty ( 
wkasc) better part retoming whence it came, he kftK 
unto the world the pretions odour of a> good name, 
and the choyce example of a sweet conversation, to^ 
gether with his eartMy tabernacle, put off, arid hetdby 
istorred, till, being refined, and rated a gloiiiJ) 
oas bodie, the more glorious soul rlBtnrnsi to taken 
possession of it, and both be rapt up to 'enjoy that 
bliss that knows neither teamte nor tediimir 



«» 



J.N, 1678. l 

» t 

ScBi^ not t& learn, who underneath doth Ihir * ■ •* 
Learn some^Hi^ mote important ;-«'leMn to die..'. 
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TO TBS MEMORY OF 

THE HON. EDWARD JAMES ELIOT. 

Weep'st tbou, vain Mnse^ when blood-stain'd chieh 
expire? 

Moui^'st thou when purple tyrants qnit the earth ? 
Nor wakes thy fond regret, nor breathes thj Ijre . 

One p^nake strain to mild departed worth ? 
Yes^-Foleiidship's sigh, and Virtue's artless tear, 

EBet, on thy untimely fate attend ; 
With hearlfelt sympathy, with grief sincere, ' 

Like thfira^ the Muse shall moiyrn for Virtue's friend. 
But, ah I what Terse can paint the genuine grace, 

The modest dignity, unformed by art ; 
The soft' complaisance that illum'd thy face, 

And flow'd spontoneous from thy gentle heart ? 
That face, which still express'd, in manhood's prime, 

The native candour of ingenuous youth ; 
That faithful heart, which, unsubdu'd by time. 

Still fondly cherish'd pure, unshaken truth. 
Hence, tyrant Death ! nor boast thy baleful pow'r, 

To fend the sacred bands of virtuous love ; 
His Hatriet 1o^, his soul, frotn that sad hour, 

Dwelt with h^rspii'it In the realms above. 
Blest pair ! — Ao more, ye friends, ye parents, weep 1 

Let brighf^i* thoughts yoursorrowing minds employ^ 
Trust the prophetic Muse, * ^ They do not sleep ;'* 

Unsullied ^Virtue claims immortal joy. 



Hbr^ Hc6 themaa whose horse did gaine 
The bislly in race, on Salisbury plaine. 
>Hebder, I kiiow not whether needs it^ 
You^orybar hone rathi&F to vcadit.- ■■■ -- 
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TUNBRIDaX. / 

r i ANNE ELLIOT. 

Of matchless forni) adorn'd with wltTefili^d, 
Afe^ng heart, atid an enlif^hten'd Miid>$' ' ' 
Of softest maai^rs, beauty's rarest bfocim^^'- '^ '^^"^ 
Here EUiot lies, and moulders in faev "tomfai. ' • ^ ^ 
O5 blest with genius 1 early snatch^ -ik^vraif I " ' ^ 
The Muse, that joyful mark'd thy o^'niug^ti^ 
Now, sad reverse, attends thy mQtxfidtltM^f^^ ^^ 
And o'er thy relic» sheds the gashing txtw^} ' -^ : ^ 
Here Fancy oft the hallow'd mould>i^ha^ irkd;/'^ 
Recal thee iiTing, and lament thee dead ; ' - 
Here Friendship oft shall sigh, till life be o'er, '^ 
And Dedth shall bid thy image charm no morei 






ON MR. JOHN MOLE, 1 

Who died at Worcester, 

Beneath this cold stonp l}€^ a soivpf th^. E^rii^ ;. i 
His story is short, though we. date from « his bir^li ;. , i i 
His mind was as gross as W? body .^asi bpg ; , ; ». a - 
9e drank like a fish, apd he .ate Ul^l^ajpig*- ,* . >. 'H 
No C9|f^s of religion, of wedlock,, or f <41;^,p . , « .,, | 
IHd e'er, for a moment^ encun^l^f r Jfpi^^M J?at^ : , in l 
He sat, or he walk'd, but his walk, wip^))ijiitcij^|ui|g, 
And he ro^ from his bed — when quite tir'd of sleep* 

mg. 
Without;fQe, JVFithou^iii^nd, lUMQotk^d^lM^died^ 
Not a single soul laugh'4*, not a single' soiil iccief. 
Like hisfq^r-fooUd^ uaaBtfsake, he dearly lot'dfi^krth^ 
So the sexton has coyer 4 hts body;w<it^tiijr£L 
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AT ST. PETER'S, IV THE ISLE OF THAKET. 

ON A YOUNG CLERGYMAN. 

By Mr, Smart, 

^As rhet'ric on the iips of Sorrow hung, 
Or could Affliction lend the heart a tongue. 
Then should my soul, in noble anguish free, 
Do glorious justice to her grief and thee. 
But, ah ! when loaded with a weight of woe, 
E'en Nature, blessed Nature, is our foe. 
When we should praise, we sympathetic groa&| 
For sad mortality is all our own. 
Yet, but a word ; as lowly as he lies. 
He spurns all empires, and asserts the skies. 
Blush, Power ! he had no int'resthere below ; 
Blush, Malice ! that he died without a foe ; 
The universal friend, so formed t' engage. 
Was far too precious for the world and age. 
Years were deny'd, for (such his worth and trnih) 
Kind HeaY'm has calt'd htm to eternal youth. 
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. ON MR. WALMESLEY. 

Who died Oct. 30, 1791. 

O! THAT my numbers like my tears could flow, 
To paint thy worth, transcendent as my woe t 
Then should thy name to future times descend^ 
The wid(yw*8 rejnge^ and the orphan* 8 friend* 
Where opens now the hospitable door ? 
Where can it open ? Waknesley is no moie V 



ONOLDHOBSONy 

THE CAMBRIDGE CARRIER^ 

WHw sickened in the time of hit vacancy y being fprbid to go ft 
Jjondon by reason of the plague, 

BT ¥ILTOir. 

* 

Here lies old Hobson ! Death has broke Iris girt^ 

And here, alas ! hath laid him in the dirt ; 

Or else, the ways being foul, twenty: to one, ^ 

He's here stuck in a slough, and overthrown. 

'Twas such a shifter, that, if truth were knowiiy 

Death was half glad when he had got himt down ; ^ 

For he had any time this ten years full, 

Dodg'd with him between Cambridge and the BuU^ 

And surely Death could never have prerail'd^ 

Had not his weekly course of carriage foiled ; , 

But lately finding him so long at home, * 

And thinking now his journey's end was come. 

And that he had ta'en up his latest inn, 

In the kind office of a chamberlain, 

Sbew'd him his room where he must lodge that ntgh^ 

Pull'd off his boots, and took away the light. 

If any ask for him, it shall be said, 

HoBSpN has stipt, and*s newly gone to bed. 
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ANOTHER ON THE SAME. 

ALSO BT MILTON. 

Hekib lieth one, who did most fully prove 
That he could never die while he could move. 
So bung his destiny never to rot 
While he might still jog on an^ k^ep his trq^ 
Made of sphere-metal, neveip to decay 
Until his. revolution wa3 at sjUy. 
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Time numbers motion, yet ("without a crime 
'Gainst old Truth) motion number'd out his tine: 
And, like an engine moy'd with wheel and weighty 
His principle being ceas'd, he ended straight. 
Rest, that gires all men life, ga?e him his death, 
And too much breathing put him out of breath ; 
Nor were it contradiction to a£Brm, 
Too long Tacation hasten'd on his term. 
Merely to driTe the time away he sicken'd. 
Fainted and died, nor would with ale be quickea'd. 
Nay, quoth he, on his swooning-bed outstretch'd, • 
If I mayn't carry, sure I'll ne'er be fetch'd ; 
But TOW, though the cross doctors all stood hearers, 
iPoT one carrier put down, to make six bearers. 
Ease was lus chief disease, and to judge right, 
He died for heaviness that his cart went light 
His leisure told him that his time was come. 
And lack of load made his life burthensome, 
That e'en to his last breath (there be that say't) 
As he were prest to death, he cried more wdglit ; 
But hiAl his doings lasted as they were, 
He had been an immortal carrier. 
Obedient to the moon he spent his date 
In course reciprpcal, and had his fate 
Link'd to the mutual flowing of the seas. 
Yet, (strange to think) his wane was his increase; 
His letters are delirer'd ail, and gone, 
Only remains this superscription. 



ON THE SAME. 



Hobson^ (what's out of sight is out of mind) 
Is gone, and left his letters here behind ; 
He that with so much paper us'd to meet, 
Is now, alas ! content-to take one sheet* 
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ON A PETIT.MAITRE. 



By fashion led, I spent my life at ease, 
Too gay to let a serious thought displease ; 
But died amak'd, that death, that tyrant grim, > 
Should think of one who never thought of him. 



ON THE MARCHIONESS OF WINCHESTER. 

Did Fate but guide us through life's stormy clime 
To plunge forgotten in the tide of time, 
Well might the wise, the good, the gen'rous, come 
To moujrn their loss, o'er Powlett's hallow'd tomb ; 
To join the widow's tears, the orphan's cry, 
That Virtue in her mortal part should die. 
But, lo ! a form serene in yonder rock. 
Whose deep foundations thunder with the shock 
Of restlesi? waves ; — 'tis Faith, who points on high 
A path gleaming through the azure sky ! 
While smiling Hope, by Revelation led. 
Springs from the gloomy mansions of the dead^ 
Her glad companion to ^brighter shore. 
Where pain consumes the bud of health no more. 
Pure spirit ! call'd at length, by Heav'n, to know 
That bUs» thy patient virtue earn'd below ; 
To wear the blooming wreath on those bestow'd, 
Who use aright the talents of their God : 
Thy life (how far beyond the preacher's art. 
Of power to touch the unbelieving heart!) 
Shall jet^ though past, our bright example shine; 
And who can err whose deeds resemble thine I 
Thy death., — ^our future consolation prove, 
And teach to meet thee ip the realms above, 

VOL. I, . I 
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Time's Tiiatnph on thd Death of 

MR. ROBERT ROGERS, 

Who died in the ^ar lOOl^ tin a dialogue between 
' TiMEy Death, and Rogers. 

DEATH. 

SfAND \ fairly ^ncountred both ; grare, soTereignd 

Time, 
Bom of eternity, age's father. 
Prince of all Power ! all pow'rs on earth are thine; 
Thou doest my mines truest records gather ; 
Lend thy consent, thy helping hand to mine; 
And Death will make Time's soyerdgnty as great 
As the three sisters, ladies of sterne Fate. 

TIME. ' 

Impartial Death, honours respectlesse foe, 
Gnmme, meager cayttife, wherefore dost thou come? 
Must Virtue's children to thy slaughter goe. 
In thy blood- yawning cell to find a roome ? 
Can none but they quench thy bloody thirst? 

death* 

No* 
Rogers I come fbr : Time thou canst not save him ; 
This dart must strike him, and grim Death will hate 
him* 

r 

ROGERS. 

Death, wellcome ; all by thee I know mu^t end ; 
Nor do I care for longer life than this ; 
I thanke thee, thou hast staid so long, kind frietid, 
Sweete Tins be patient, pardon mine amisse) 
If I have time mispent ; alas, we all offend s 
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If, said I ; yes, .'tis certsiine, sure I have ; 

For which offence, deare Time, I pardon crave. 

» 

TIME. 

Death, grant me this (iweet) doe not kill him^ 
TUl I retarne but from the destinies. 

I cannot stay a moment 

ROGEBS* 

! will him, 
Grave Time, to strike me then, I Peath despise. 

DEATH. 

There lie thon dead. 

time. 
Thop canst not spill him ; 
Time shall efect a trophy of such fame, 
That while Time lives, dye shall noiRogers* name. 

time's epitaph. 
Give me an adamantine pen, and leafe of brasse. 
To character his name, whose like nere was. 
A single life he led, loving to all, 
The pof^r .wan's succour, .the relief of tiirall : 
Teftfie's example, guide to eternal life, 
In carriage courteous, all devoid of strife, 
Here lyetii he interrM, Rogers his naque) 
Ttme\8 only sonoe, eterniz'd by Fame. 
Otigly Detraction flye, and black Oblivion hence ; 
Whilst Rogers' dust lye» here, Time will his famt 
con^^nce. 



116 

to THE MEMORY OF 

MRS. STEWART. 

Ho'W sleeps the wife, Mrho sinks to rest^ 
By husband, friend, and children blest I 
Connubial love, a matron mild, 
And innocence, a smiling child. 
And Honour, Truth, and Grief sincere, 
There all attend her hallow'd bier. 
And Memory, in time to come. 
Shall oft revisit Anna's tomb^ 
With Fancy's aid, again retrace 
Her fond, maternal, anxious face ; 
Then ev'ry sweetest flpw'r entwine^ 
To deck beloved Anna's shrine. 

ON THE REV. WILLIAM MASON, A. M, 

PtetetUor of York. 

The Muess, struck with horror and despair. 

Mourn their lOv'd Mason, number'd with the dead^ 
And, frantic, pluck the laurel from their hair, 

Placing the baleful cypress in its stead : 
Mistaken Nine, your causeless grief restrain, 

Suppress each needless tear, each useless sigh,. 
Nor, void of hope, continue to complain. 

For know, your fav'rite Bard can never die^ . 
The brazen monument, the marble bust, 

Through length of time will moulder and decayi 
The mortal frame return once more to dust, 

" The spirit, freed, enjoy eternal day." 



I » 
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ON VOLTAIRE. 

Here lies ^^ the mighty chief, the fam'd Voltaire, 

The Gallic God of literary war," 

Who stalk'd for sixty summers o'er the field, 

With gall-dipp'd spear, and made each foe to yield^ 

Till Genius Candour met : a chief they chose, 

By Pallas arm'd, this giant to oppose. 

Her spear a^ quill, from eagle's wing pluck'd fqrth. 

Her shield was modesty, her helmet worth ; 

Beneath her arm the mighty giant died, 

Who wit, and sense, and virtue, had defied. 



ON MRS. YATES, 

THE CELEBRATED ACTRESS. 

Too much the lesson of the poet's page. 
That man but <' frets his hour upon the stagd :" 
Alas ! behold this monumental stone. 
Which tells us Yates's ^* occupation's gone !'^ 
Shall she^ whose powers the passions could control, 
And with feign'd terrors <* harrow up the soul ;" 
Anon could steal into the'soften'd heart. 
And wake the sigh, << by her so potent art ;^* 
Shall she J unwept, descend into ^e grave ? 
No. — Grief is pious, though it cannot save. 
Painful remembrance ! let me offer here 
The grateful tribute of an artless tear ! 
Whait tho' she mock'd grim Death in pageant shew, 
And fed the transports of unreal woe ; 
No more onr fancy 'wails the tragic Queen, 
for Heaf en has verified the dying sceit^. 
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TO THE KBMORY OF 

THE HON. EDWARD JAMES ELIOT, 

« 

Weef'st thou, vain Mnse, when blood-stain'd chiefs 
expire ? 

Mourn'frt thou when purple tyrants quit the earth ? 
Nor wakes thy fond regret, nor breathes tiiy lyre . 

One p^naifire strain to mild departed worth ? 
Yes — Foleiidship's sigh, and Virtue's artless tear^ 

Eliot, on thy untimdy fate attend ; 
With heaitfelt sympathy, with grief sincere, ' 

Like thfim^ the Muse shall moi|rn for Virtne^s friend. 
Bnt^ ah I what Terse can paint the genuine grace, 

The modest dignity, unformed by art ; 
The soft* complaisance that illum'd thy face^ 

And flow'd spontaneous from thy gentle heart ? 
That face, which still expressed, in manhood's prime, 

The natire candour of ingenuous youth ; 
That faithful heart, which, unsubdu'd by time. 

Still fondly cherish'd pure, unshaken truth. 
Hence, tyrant Death ! nor boast thy baleful pow'r, 

To rend the sacred bands of virtuous love ; 
His Harriet losft, his soul, froin that sad hour, 

Dwelt with her spirit in the realitis above. 
Blest pair !— no more, ye friends, ye parents, weep I 

Let brighter thoughts your sorrowing minds employ: 
Trustthe prophetic Muse, *^ They do not sleep :^ 

Unsullied ^Virtue claims immortal joy. 



.»> 



Ht)RC Hc6 the man whose horse did gaine 
i'lie belly in race, on Salisbury plaine. 
Heltder, i<kiiow not whether needs i(^ 
YouHoryOar horse mth^v t!^Tcad it.> 
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TUNBRIDGS. / 

ANNE ELLIOT. 

, . . ,, l^om Wh Nov. ir4S,— J>ie<^ SOlk Ma^ t7€9., , x 7| 

Of matchless form, adorn'd with witrefi&M, 
A fe^n^ heart, and an enlighten^ Mftd y 
Of sofOsst manners, beauty's rarest blbomi " 
Here EUiet lies, and moalders ia hev "toinlii. > 
O, blest with genius ! early snatch^ il^waif % '"^ 
The Muse, that jc^ful mark'd thy 0()'iiitig«tir^ 
Now, sad reyerse^ attends thy motirtil^M^, )> ^^ 
And o'er thy relic» sheds the gashing teavl ' '> ' 
Here Fancy oft the hallow'd mould'ihd^ trkid|^-^ 
Recal thee living, and lament thee dead ; - 
Here Friendship oft shall sigh, till life be o'er, '' 
And Death shall bid thy image charm no ntiorei , 
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ON MR. JOHN MOLE, ^ ^ 

Who died at Worcester, 

BzNEATH this cpld $ton^ ljc;$, a scii^^pf th^, ^rii\ ;v i 
His story is short, tiiougb wc date fromKis bir^ ;.: m 
His mind was as gross as his body wasi big ; ; , .-• ] - 
l^e drank like a fish, and he.ate U)(f^.a,|^ig. .' .; *. iH 
No cs^s of religion, of wedlock9. or M^t^r . , < •, I 
IHd e'er, for a moment, encuml^er Jptm'sfuitQi: . -^ I 
He sat, or he walk'd, but his walk, W9^jb!|.t|ci;^l]|ii)g, 
And be rose from his bed — when quite tir'd of sleep* 

ing. 
Without /oe, ii^rithoiitfriandyiiiinotk^d^diedi;! 
Not a single 4oul bmgb'49 nota single- sOiilicnietf. 
Like his /oifr-jfbo/^d namesake, he dearly Jot^d.^fcrth^ 
So tile sexton Ms €X>T.eri hss body: with.. tmrL • / 
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BRODSWORTB, TORKSHme. 

ON THE HON. MISS DRUMMOND, 

JBy W. Mason. 

Here sleeps what once was beauty, once was grace ; 

Grace, with that tenderness and sense combin'd 
To form that harmony of soul and face, 

Where beauty shines, the mirror of the mind. 
Such was the -maid, that in the morn of youth, 

In yirgin innocence, in nature^s pride, 
Blest with each art that owes its charm to truth, 

Sunk in her father's fond embrace and died. 
He weeps : O yenerate the holy tear : 

Faith lends her aid to ease Affliction's load ; 
The parent mourns the child upon the bier, 

The Christian yields an angel to his God. 



In the Church-yard of Bishop* s Cannings^ in the 

county of Wilts. 

At my right hand lies my son John, 

As we did lay in bed ; . 
And there do lay, till Christ do say 

Com^ out ye dead. 



WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

Here lies Henry Purcell, Es^. 

Who left this life, and is gone to ^at blessed place, 

Where only his own harmony can be exceeded. 

Obiit^l die Noyembris, Anno ^tatissuae 37. 

Anno. Dom. 1695# 



^ i__j- 
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BY W. A. WIELIS, M. D. 

Hers rests a man, who ne'er could rest in life, 
Plagu'd with a fickle Miss* and scolding wife : 
Most men their senses fiye through life enjoy, 
But his hard fate did these rare gifts destroy* 
His hearing, seeing, tasting, feeling, smelling, , 
Were all offended in his earthly dwelling. 
Scolding began with every rising day ; 
He saw himself Misfortune's cruel prey; 
He felt the pangs of penury and scorn, 
His conduct censur'd still from night to mom : 
He tasted all the bitterness of woe. 
From stubborn children and a currish frow;f 
At last he caught a putrid fell disease. 
Which, tho' a painful potion, gave him ease ; 
For now to senses five he bids defiance, , 
And with his Miss and wife disdains alliance ? 
A gracious God, in pity to his pains. 
Has fix'd him hs^ppy in more peaceful plains : 
Where no rough clangor now disturbs his joy^ 
But peace and harmony his hours employ. 



ON CHATTERTON. 

Here Chatterton has found a grave, 

And pride must find the same ; 
What -tho' the great and vaunting have 

On monuments-^a name. 
Can marble render day divine ? 

Green turf best fits the dead, 
He only lives to after-time. 

Whose writings shall be read. 

* Misfortune. f Hit wife. 
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UPON A NOTORIOUS SHREW. 

By her Hutband* ■ 

Ws tired one and twenty yeare, 

As man and wife tog^er : 
I conld not stay her longer here^ 

Shee's gone I ^nownot whether. 
But did I know,- 1 doe protest, 

(I speake it not to flatter) i > 

Of all the women in the world, 

I sweare I'de nere come at her* . 
Her body is bestowed well, 

This handsome grave dotii hide her, 
And sore her soul is not in hell, 

The devill could ne'er abide her : 
But I suppose shee's soared aloft, 

For in the late great thunder, 
Methottght I heard her rery Toyce, 

Reading die dowds assander. 



ON GEORGE BARNES, ESQ. 

Who died March 14, 1780, aged 67 sfeifff. 

• 

Here liumble Barnes, rejoined to kindred elay, 
Sleeps but iA^ wake in Hea^ireil's eternal day, ^ 
Manners so simple, moralsso refifi'4, - 
Such warn) affections, with so meek a' mind. 
Faith so well founded, Ho^by Joy confest, 
And Charity by Bounty so eiprest ; 
Through life attendant to Ids latest breath, 
Fere'd Trutili with tears to tell it At hb death. 
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ST. antbokt's CBURCH, I.OIfDOir. 

ON THOMAS KNOLLES AND HIS WIFR 

Thomas Knolles lieth under this stone. 
And his wife Isabecl : flesh and bone 
They were together nineteen year, 
And ten diiklren they had in fear. 
His fader and he to this church 
Many good ieeds they did worch. 
£xamp(e by hnn may ye see. 
That this world is but yanity ; 
For whither be foe sm^i or great, 
All shall turn to worms-meat ; 
This said Thomas w«s lay*d on beere. 
The eighth day the month Fcvrer, 
The date of Jesu Christ truly, 
Anno Mcccc. five and forty. 
We may not pray; heartily pray ye 
For our souls, PtUer-noster and A&e. 
The swarer of our pains lissed to be, 
Grant us* thy hoiy trinity. Amen* 



ON THE SON OF THE ABOVE. 

Here lieth graven iindef this stone, 
Thomas Kkolles, both flesh and bone. 
Grocer and alderman years fortye. 
Sheriff, and twice maior tmlye. 
And for that he should not lye alone, 
Hear's with hiia his good wife Joase. 
They were togediersixty year, 
And 10 xliijhiiea ikej had in fear. 
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ON 

KATHERINE PRtCE HUMPHREY'S, 

Who died at Ludlow, Dec, 6, 1790. 

Peace to thy ashes, sweetly-smiling maid ! 

Fled are thy beauties where they ne'er shall fade; 

See where the hallow'd choir their sister greet. 

And lead the stranger to her star-clad seat ; 

<^ All hail, pttre »pi^it ! — Life's short voyage o'er. 

Safe thou reposest on this placid shore. 

No flowing tears shall quench that radiant eye, 

No rising sorrows prompt the frequent sigh i 

Oncy thy sweet office in this blest abode. 

To view thy Saviour, and to hymn thy God.' 
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FROM CAMDEN. 

Here lyeth Richard a Preexe, 
One thousand, five hundred, eighty nine, 

Of March xx. day ; 
And he that will dye after him— may » 
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ON A LITIGIOUS MAN. 

Here lyes a man who in his life 
With every man had law and strife,' 
But how he's (^e'ad and lay'd in grave, 
His bones no quiet rest can have, 
For lay your eare unto this stone. 
And you shall heare how every bone 
Doth knock and beat against each other^ 
^ t^ray for his soul's healUi gentlp brother. ^ 
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OK A PERSON WItR 

A MOST VORACIOUS APPETITE 

Otho, entoinb'd within this glebe so hallow'dy 
Had in his life-time many acres swallow'd ; 
Bat in return to this yoracions limb, 
The earth in justice now has swallow'd him. 



ON THE CELEBRATED RICHARDSON. 

He falls ! the matchless master of the hearty 
Who search'd its depth with more than mortal art ; 
Whose words alone could all it feels express, 
Whose skill gaye laws to rule it, and to bless. 
Now left forlorn, in hopeless grief to sigh, 
It mourns that Richardson was born to die I 



ON A PRIEST. 



Friar Paul, in his cell, made his exit of late. 
Of the gratel some say ; but no matter for that ; 
He died ! that's enough ; and if story say right, 
Arriv'd at Hell-gate in a pitiful plight. 
<^ Who's there ?" cries the Demon on guard. Quoth 

the other, 
*' A guilty poor priest, Sir, ^ Catholic brother." 
" Halt, instantly halt," cried the sentry, " stand 

clear; 
^^ Go be damn'd somewhere else, for you sha'nt enter 

(lere. 
** We admit no such savage, no wretch so uncitil ; 
*^ Who a.bove ate his God, may below eat the Devil." 



U6 

MCRTOir, 8URH£T« 

ON MRS. LACKINGTON. 

. Ladies, who chance to frislc this way, 
With henest hearts and spirits gay, 
A serious moment give, to one. 
Who sleeps beneath this earth and stone. 
A better daughter never iiv'd, 
A better ivife ne'er husband grjiev'd : 

' To her the claims of kindred dear^ 
The tender orphan would she rear ; . 
Nor e'er did to the graye descend, 
A more sincere and faithful friend : 
Think on her virtues ; heaye a sigh, 
That goodness such as hers should die ! 
And whether you be maid or wife, 
Go imitate her former life ; 
And when to heaven you 7iel4 ypur breath, 
May yon, like her, have peace in death. 



ON A PILLAR IN THE CATHEDRAL, ROCHESTER. 

MR. THOMAS PENISTON. 



I 



Learning, worship, credit, patrimony, 
Wit, wealthy alliance, ,wtfe, and progeny, 
Seryaiitft and friends t all this (alas) bad hky 
Yet lyeth how in dust here, as you see, ' ^^ 
And so doe thousands more, and so shafi ye« 
He did, but follow those that went before, 
And you shall fcdlow him, and others more ' 
Shall Ipllowyon ; small dilSerence in the maHer, 
But. that some goe before, and some oomo'afier. 
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' CHICHESTER CATHEDRAL. 

This Stone was erected, by her fellow-citizens, to the 

memory of 

ELIZABETH ATKINSON, 

An indastrious woman. She died Jaa« the lst| 
1786, aged 77 years^ 

Pertwi^ks, periwinkle, 

Was erer her cry ; 
She labonr'd to lire. 

Poor and honest to die. 
- At the last day again. 

How her old eyes will twinkle ; 
For no more will she cry, 

Periwinks, periwinkle ! 

Te rich, to yirtuous want rejoicing gire ; 
Ye poor, by her example learn to live* 



ON SIR WALTJ5R RALEIGH. 

Written by himseff, 

• 

Eti^n such is time, which takes intmst 

. Our ypnth and joyes, and all w«f hzref 
And payes us but with age and dost, f ^ 
Whidi in the darke add sUent grate,'- -" '' 
When we have waodred aM our Wayes, 
Shnits .«p the story, of en f dayes : < • 
-And from whidi earth, and graTft^ and^last, 
• The Lord shall iraise nw up I trnst* 



1. .') 
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UPON COSIER, A COBLER. 

Come, gentle reader, gentle friend, 
And here behold poor Cosier's e^d. 
Longer in length his life had gone 
But that he had no last so long ; 
O might j" Death ! whose art can kill 
The man that made soles at his will. 



UPON A QUARRELLING COUPLE. 

Hie jacet iUe^ qui ceniies 4* tniUe^ 

Did scold with his wife : 
Cumiilo jacet iUa^ quae communis in villa^ 

Pid quittance his life. 
His name was Nick, the which was sicke, 

And that rery male : » 
Her name was Nan, which loved well a man,. 

So gentlemen,. Vale. 



IN THE CLOISTERS OF WINCHESTER COLLEGE. 

ON JOHN CLARK, 

One of the Fellows. Who died in 1541. 

Beneath this stone lies shut up in the dark, 
A fellow and a priest, yclep'd John Clark : ' 
"With earthly rose-water he did delight ye, 
But now he deals in heavenly aqua-vitw. 
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CHESTERFIEbD CH¥RC% DERBYSHIRE. 

ON EDWARD BURTON, 

Attorney at Law, of Chesterfield. Died April ^S^ 

1782, aged 54 years. 

A TENDER husband, and a friend sincere. 
Consigned to earth, imploreis the silent tear. 
I^rn'd id the laws, he nerer warp'd their sense, 
To shelter yice, or injure innocence ; 
fiut firm to truth, bj no mean interest mov'd, 
To all dispensed that justice which he lov'd : 
Virtue oppressed he taugfit her rights to know ; 
And guilt detected fear'd the coming blow : 
Thus humbly useful, and without offence. 
He fiird the circle mark'd by Providence-; 
In age compleating what hi& youth began, 
^^ The noblest work oj God, an honest manJ** 



' ON SIR GEORGE NAKES, Knt. 

One of the JvJdges of ihe Court of Commdn Fleas ^ uihd 
died Jun^ ^Othy 1786 ; written by himself a fexn 
days before his decease. 

In hope, of future bliss content I lie, 
Though pleas'd to liye, yet not displeas'd to die. 
Life has its comforts, and its sorrows too. 
For hodi, to all- wise Heayen our thanks are due; 
Else thoughtless man would fix his place of rest, 
Where nature tells him he can ne'er be blest. 
How far my hopes are vain, or founded well, 
God only knows, but the last day will tell. 
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ON A LADY, 

WHO DIED SUODEMLT. 

Here 

Are the remains 

Of R. A. B. 

Of nrhom it were hard to say 

Which excelled, 

The wonderful symmetry, grace, and beauty^ 

Of her person, or 

The capacity, dignity, and sweetness 

Of her mind. 

Alas, they are no more ! 

They were exotic, 

Of heavenly extraction. 

And would not long lire here. 
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ON MR. EDMUND SOUTH, 

jin eminent Dancing Masier^ wJio died January Wihj 

1784, aged 66 years. 

Where thoughts of guilt inrade the troubled breast, 
The spirit's wounded, and farewel to rest. 
But he — his life of innocence so led. 
That peace in sickness made aa easy bed. 
Art thou an husband — to thy partner yield^ 
As he — loTc's tribute by affection seaPd. 
Art thou a parent — to thy children shew 
A love like his — a debt which parents owe* 
Art thou a Christian — learn of him to bl6nd<| 
Sound faith,' good deeds, and manners to the end. 
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ON MRS. KENNEDY, 

LATE OF COVENT-GARDEN THEATRE. 

Intrn'd, and mould'ring with her kindred dost^ 
Here merit sleeps, as all who triumph must ! 
Her melody subdu'd the varied throng. 
She charm'd a list'ning empire with her song : 
Warm'd by illusive hope, consum'd her days, 
Cheer'd in her aims by uniyersai praise. 
When anguish smote, she kiss'4 th' afflictiye rod^ 
Rapt with her faith, and given to her God ! 
She bade the streams of human kindness flow ; 
Her sympathy embrac'd another*s woe : 
No document, unknown to virtue, taught ; 
No system, unattach'd to honour, sought : 
Array'd her deeds by the behest of peace, 
And nMide the bosom's little tumults cease : 
The fey'ring vanities of life withstood. 
And own'd no greatness unallied to good. 



ALLBRIGHTON^ HROPSHIRE. 

ON ANN GREEN, 

fVho died in 1762, aged 24. 

Beneath this stone now rests inshrin'd, 
Alas ! what dnce inclosM the purest mind; 
A virtuous soul^ so free from every stain. 
So try'4 1^' fortune, and unmoved by pain; 
Without a groan with agonies she strove ; 
Heaven J wondering, snatch'd her to the joys above. 
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ON A SCHOOL MASTER. 

Readca ! mark wcO th j acceois, for tberebj 
Thon maj'^t t^ better note man's destiny ; 
Upon his birtb we'll pot an asper^ then 
On his most tender years we'll pat a lene : 
Qis youtii and manhood an acuie shall hare^ 
Old ^e a ctroinifiexj and death a graoe. 



ON ROBERT HUNTINGDON, 

OF STANTON HARCOURT, ESQ. 

AND ROBERT HIS SON. 

By Congreve, 

This peacefol iomb doth now contain 

Father and son together laid ; 
Whose UYing virtues shall ren^ain 

When they and this are quite decay'd* 
What man could be to ripeness grown, 

And finish'd worth could do or shun, 
At full was in the father shown. 

What youth could promise in the son. 
But Death obduratq both destroyed 

The perfect fruit and opening bud ; 
First seiz'd thoee sweets, we had enjoy 'd, 

Then robbM us of the coming good. 



ST. MARY SAVIOURS, 

Here lyes William Emerson, 
Who liv'd and dy'd an honest man. 
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UPON A PURITANICAL LOCK-SMITH. 

X A ZEALOUS lock-smith dy'd of late^ ' 
And arriy'd at heaven's gate, 
He stood Without and Would not knocke^ 
Because he meant to picke the locke. 



ON JOHN WYNAL, ORGANIST. 

Musician and logician eke, 
Wtnal lo ! John lies here ; 

Who made the organ3 for to speak, 
Just e'en as if it were. 



ON THE HONOURABLB 

LIEUTENANT-GENERAL LESLIE. 

Laid is the noble Leslie in this grave, 
Lamented, honour'd, hy the good and brave. 
No angry passion e'er disturb'd his soul. 
The tender parent shone in his control ; 
Lov'd and respected by his faithful baiid. 
For the mild words still mix'd with his commandi. 
In fields of danger steady and serene, 
He yiew'd with iforrow the ensanghin'd scene ; 
Grieving that fellow subjects should prefer 
To prosperous ease and peace, a causeless war. 
To pardon ready, and to punish slow. 
He wish'd the sword to spare the rebel foe. 
From whom his love of mercy wrested praise, 
Which crown'd his valour ^ith the brightest rays. 
His body now returned to parent dust. 
His soul assembles with the good and just. 
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ON CHRBTOFHER SXLLT BlfelXEW, Esq. 

OF BATH.' 

While oft too partial^ the sepulchial strain. 
Flows a fond tribute to the great and Tain, 
Let Friendship's tear, the meed to Virtue paj, 
Bellew ! thj life shall jiutif j the laj. 
In liberal Tiew^, and letter'^ ease refin'd, 
True to his God, his countr j, aud his kipd ; 
With zeal he so^ht what moral stores supplied, 
And found philosophy to faith allied ; 
And though untimely Death's dire mandate came, 
When rich in knowledge, and when ripe for fame, 
From life's lor'd scene submissiTe he retir'd, 
And with a Christian's calmest hope exjnr'd. 



pPpN THE pv/i^ 0F< 

RICHMOND AND LENOX. 

Are alldiseases dead, or will death say 
He might not kill this prince the common'' iiniy^ 
It was eren thus, and time with death conspir'^, 
To make his death as was his life admirM. 
The commons were not summoned now I s^e, 
Mcerlcy to make lawes, but to mourne for thee : 
No lesse then all the bishops m^ht suffice 
To wait upon so great a sacrifice. *^ 

The court the altar was, the' waiters peeres, ^^ 
The mirrhearid frankincense great Ccsts^ti te^rs. 
A funerail for greater pomp' and BtttU^ '^' *' ^'^^^ 
Nor time, nor deattf^ coaM e\rer eelebr^ti))^^' ^"^^ 
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IN TETTENHALL CHURCH, 

STAFFORDSHIRE. 

Heere Ijes closjd in cley 
The body of Richard WRottYSLEY. 
And also Dorothy his wife. 
Which lived together all their Ijfe. 
The year 1517 of our Lord 
Dorothy departed of this world ; 
And after, within short space, 
Richard was lay'd in his place. 
Here now our bodyes do lie ; 
On our souls Jhu have mercy. 
We desire now every christen man 
To pray for our soules that be gon. 



ST. MARGARET'S CHAPEL, NEAR HODDESDON. 

ON CAPTAIN HENRY (SRAVES. 

Who died August 17, 1702, aged 52 Tears, 

IIere in one grave more thafi one Graiae ,)Jyes ; 
Euvions Death at last hath gain^d^hi^ prize ; 
No piUft or potioiu^ here. Goal4 oM-ke D^th tarry, 
Resolv'd he was .to fetch away old Hi^rry ; 
Y^ fooliak doctors \ could you all nusc^rry. 
Great .w:fK^lli^ ^kctions oo. the boist'rous jirave»^ 
Resistless seas cqpld never conquer, Qra/geti* •; ^ 
Ah ICMif^Ur^ JiuneiM; his^overthroiw ! 
Upbai^ j fQVL lost .)|i|9. at » blow. ,' 
Each mai49ii^ Wp (WTi ton sbed » te» Vi . 
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ON COWLET, THE POKT. : 

Written in Latin by hinuelff md frw^lated by Additoti, 

From life's sap^rfluous cares enl^rg'^^ , 

His 4ebt q{ human toil discharg'^^ 

Here Coii?ley lies I beneath this shedp 

To ev'ry worldly interest dead ; 

With decent poyerty content, 

His hours pf ease noi: idl^ spent ; 

To fortune's gopds a foe profest, 

And hating wealth, by all carest. 

'Tis true he's dead ; for oh ! how small 

A spot of earth is now his all : 

Oh ! wish that earth may lightly lay^ 

And eyery care be far away ; 

Bring flowers ; the short-liv'd roses brings 

To life deceased) fit offerings 

And sweets around the poet strow, 

While y^t with life his ashes glowl ^' 

1 . 1 .J .1 I.. I ., 1 ■ I I . ' I I r - ^ 

IN ALL.HALLOWS, STAINING, LONDON. 

Our Holt (alas !) hath stint his hMj 

By Death caird hence in haste, 
Whose christian name being Otrisiopkery 

With Christ is better plac*d. 
In Sawton bom of gentle race, 

In London spent his days, 
A Gierke that was in Custom House, 

In credit many wayes. 
So that altho' we feel the lease 

Of this so dear a friend, 
l)is life weH spent while he wae iMw^- \ ' '. 

Hath galAM a teMwf end. -^' -^ '* 
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ON DR. SCANDELLA. 

Whd died of an Epidemk Reer, at New York, mhick kt 
caught from hi* Atteukmee on the Sick, at Philade^Ua. 

Clos'd are those eyes, alas ! for erer dos'd, 

WJhich beam'd so sweetly with expression mild, 
With soft intelligence, aod look conpos'd, 

Spoke the calm soul, antorn by passions wild. 
Hushrd is the mnsic of that Toice, whose sound^ 

To conyerse eloquent gave added charms, 
In icy fetters now for ever bound, 

Harmonious accents ! Death thy power disarms, 
Oh ! ray lost friend, for thee my tears tjoUI flow ! 

Yet why lamenti How nobly thou didst fall ! 
<^ Died he in battle ?" cries the soldier. No ; 

No warrior proud 1 Benevolence was all 
His glory, and he sought not to destroy 

His sufTring fellow creatures, but to save : 
The rage of pestilence he strove t' alloy, 

And snatch the panting victim from the grave. 
Qe whisper'd comfort to the sinking soul, 

Whose last faint accents bless his gen'rous aid. 
Contagious sighs, around his heart they stole ; 

Quick through his frame their deadly influence 
spread, 
And sudden hurl'd him (oh ! untimely doom) 

In pride of youth and virtue, to the tomb. 



ON A MILLER. 



Omtv, ii4iiM>iit wavDHig, was as bold as brieler, 
WJim Ito kilted twdin one, a mlllor ^and a^tiaefe. 
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ON A YOUNG LADY. 

Thu moarnfiil hcane appraadb each weepkig lair^ 

Your once-lov'd, dear Louisa Glaims the tear. 

In ber shone beaatj, youth, and wit combiB'd) 

A form aDgelic, with an aaget-mind : 

Ah ! what arail'd youth, beaaty, wit combin'd. 

Her form angelic, and her angel-mind ? 

See the poor relics of this goodly store, 

And youth, and wit, and beaoty boast no more. 



THOMAS ANDERSON, 

OF GALES, NEAR RICHMOND, IN YORKSHIRE. 

Departed thu life December lltky 1752, aged 31* 

Stop, TraTeller 1 

I'te pass'd — repassed 
Theseas^ and c&ita&t landsy^ 

Cancfiad no rest^ i 

But in my SarTionr's hands. 

The unfortnnAtc perBo'n whose memorjp' is here, 
perpetuated, wa^ shbt far deserting from Sit John, 
liigonier's' regiment of dragoons, at Shrewsbttt'y. 
The abo?e Ihie^ were inscribed on hig tomb ist6n^ at 

his own particuhr desire. ' 

y- ' ' '•< ! '• ♦ 

OLNEY church-tard; bucks. ^ 

' «.. . ■ . ^ . ...-> ;. 

CoNFiD»«M>t, foader^ fnTthj^'jROttlJh andatvenitiigi. v/ 

But more tiiatv both the IpreseMl. mofnemt pmivH 
Graves heri»«ttcrojiiiiditbe€V ofi^aaeh bM»dtbfl«dl<iii0thp 
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ON WILLIAM WHITE, 



»« 



Quariermasier of Horse in the reign of King WtUan^ 

ike Third. 

In Irish wars I fought for England's glory ; . ^ 

Let no man scoff at telling of this story. : 

I saw great Schomberg fall, likewise the |)raTe St«, 

Ruth, 
And here I come to die, not therein my youth. 
Through dangers great I ha^e past many a storm : 
Die we must all, as sure as we are born. 



^i^sefe^am. 



ELY CHURCH-YARD. 

Reader ! let other tonb-^tones o*er ihti plain^ 

To please thy tcLste^ poetic lines hapSLft ;' 
This humble monument shall seek to gaiii, 
. Shall hope to meliorate thy feeling, hearts ,1 
Wouid'stthou enjoy etemitj-;? Be wis(?i;^f 

JSndure, with steady faith, -the ills x]if faite, 
Thus at the close of life, thy soul ^Ivs^ir^p. 

To endless pleasures in a fu|;qrf; state., 
Hope not that rash and neyer-ceasing tears, 

For expectation crossed,' thy' God "shall more; 
But knoif, for patifnt.cbriffiaiffl}if( prepares ; . 

A crown of glory in the realms aboye. 
Whilst all Mndsth this «D]f«in y 9 w^ tree shades 

CafomSe «li0'ienteMoe <^ Life niusi shortly ^eiidi''^ 
Qil^'»li'i«(»>ti6igain'the'^e tbatneiKM'fadesv - " 

ieiA IftMl'ttMi wMspeiv of thjrichv^focrtd'ffifeiid:!^ 



14Q 

ON MISS KATHERINE jfiRVOISE. 

Who died June 58, 1795, in the 15th year rf her age. 

Adieu, sweet maid ! thus early snatch'd away 
From all that life with hopeful youth could give ; 
Kind Heayen itself denied a longer stay, 
Than just to shew, in you, how we might liye. 
Though young, thy age, in Reason's scale mature^ 
ArrivM to where but few can farther rise, 
And yet remain'd in conscious yirtue pure^ 
Without a taint of folly or of yice. 
All that with safety this frail world can grant, 
You tasted in domestic peace and love : 
What man on earth could such an angel want ? 
What surer pledge of happiness above ? 



ON DR. LOWTH, 

BISHOP OF LdNDON. 

If learning, genius, manners, void of guile^ 

The schoolman's labour, and the churchman's toil ; 

If brightest parts, devoted but to good, 

A soul which ev'ry selfish view withstood ; 

If heavenly Charity's most winning charms. 

And ;bottndless Love,' with ever outstretched arms; 

If all the tender and domestic train 

Of private Virtues, such as grace the plain, 

If God's vicegerents, acting on that plan 

Wfiich most endears man's dignity to man. 

E'er won thy heart — Lowth's sacred shrine survey^ 

And with a weeping world tb^' tearful tribute pay. 
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SWINBROOK CHURCH, NEAR BURFORD, OXFORDSHIRB. 

ON SIR EDMUND FETTIPLACE, Knight, 

Who died Jwne 30, 1613. 

Read apd record rare Edmund Fettiplace, 
A knight right worthy of his rank and race; 
Whose prudent manage in two happy reigns. 
Whose public service, and whose private paios^ 
Whose zeal to God, and towards ill severity, 
Whose temperance, whose justice, whose sincerity, 
Whose nati?e mildness towards great and smail. 
Whose faith and love to friend, wife, children all, 
In life and death made him belov'd, and dear 
To God and men, and ever famous here. 
Blessed in soul, in body, goods, and name. 
In plenteous plants by a most virtuous dame, 
^ho, with his heir, as to his worth still debtor, 
Built him this tomb, and in their hearts a. better. 



trt, SAVIOURSj 60UTHWARK. 

ON GARRARD, A GROCER. 

Some called him Garret, but that was too high^ 
His namC'it was 'Garrard, that here doth l^e : 
Who in his youth was tost on many a wave. 
But now, at port arrived, rests in his grave. 
The church he did frequent, while he had breathy 
And desired to lye therein after his death. 
To heaven he is gone, the way before, 
Where of 'Gtocers there are many more. 



!m^ 



■ •. AT BftAVCASTER. * *^ 

ON ROBERT SMITHE. 

». f. . • . 

Hue lyetlie, for all thai pJeaae to see, 
Robert Smiths, dispo&M to great charitie* 
A free-school he bnilt^ and two olmes-houses of fame^ 
And en tended to gLT« lands to mayntain the 4Hmie« 
But sodaynlie h» died in this towh of.BiaReaster; 
So the right of all was in Euzabethe his sister* 
Which buildings for ever this godly matron didasswrey 
With fourscore and tweire acres land for the pui^ 

pose tajenduce, 
To the faringinge upp of youthe^ and rdiefe.of .til0 

poorer ... . .' '-^ 

Let us praise. thier proceedi&ge-^God send tbensorld 

more I ' • ' 

In June he died^.thfitmonthethesthirteen^ 
The eight and thirtie of Elizabeth our Qneene. 
Richard Stubbs, Richard Buntinge, and Johh 

Reader / . ^ ^ 

To this end are infeofTed all in one deed ; 
The first of worship, the 6ther8 of great honestiei 
As any could4)e fdu<i4o'*Q All oar countrie. 

'M ■ 1 if ii I i ■!* II I I 111 l i I im 

. . /, , AM^fp, IJtERTS. : . 

ON MR. THOMAlS a*ONGER* 

■ ipo di^4 August 17.73,, qg^^^*, . ,.;. /• 

THATwKibhatjfitflgw^V^'hktfe^ftt^slA**^^' ' 
That being ^hich it was ' tt'l^ irotn^ 5^ '^ ** », 
To be what 'Hs^iS hot H:6 bfe, you ^ ; ' * ^^ t* 
That which now is not, ih^l aJjfeH'^** '"^'^ 



I I 

I 
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ON WILLIAM ROBERTSON, D.D. 

Within, the relics Qf a churchman lie. 

The gi>od man's friend, and no man's enemy ; 

Learn'd, hambie, pious, cheerful, mild ; his breast 

A mansion pure, by Charity possest. 

To all beneFolent, and less inelin'd 

To serre himself, than benefit mankind t 

To that lie sacrific'd each worldly view, 

For what his heart condemned he durst not do. 

Though scant of wealth, rich in the truest sense. 

Rich in a conscience Toid of all offence ; 

And to man's natural rights a friend sincere, 

Oriit a cbilor religious sphere. 

In him, as in a glass, the world might see 

What teacher, husband, father, i«an, should be. 

To truth a constant friend he liy'd and died ; 

Truth, in return^' this epitaph supplied. ' 



i^ 



ON SiHiaLEY FIELPING, Esq, ' 

POETKAIT PAINTER, ,.^ 

WHb died in great diitren^ at iMtierwotth, 

Here, shelter'd now from want, froo-cold neglect, 

Thy memory meets pity, meets respect ; 

'Twas thine to call, from blended colours, thought^ 

And animate with Itfe^the shadowy ^fought 

Ah ! what avails it, that from noble blood, 

With nobler talents grac'^d thy virttrfes flowed ; 

het wealth, let honour,. other names a^ojip^^ 

To riyal Jl^fUure's magic thou wert born ; 

With gain, with grief, to struggle long was thine^ 

Yet plons EnendsMp still.rev^eres thy shrine. 
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ON CADMAN. 



LcT this small moaummt Feeord the name 
Of Cadmaa, and to future times proclaim 
H0W9 by attempt to fly f rem this high spire 
Across th^ Sabrine stream, he did acquiie ^ 
His fatal end : 'twas not for want of skMl 
Or courage to perform the task, he fell ; 
No, no, a faulty cord, being drawn too tight,' 
.. Hurried his soul on high, to take his flight, . 
Which bid the body here beneadi good night 

The above inscriptieift was placed- o» » monuAent 
to the memory of Cadmao, who, after performing 
seyeral exploits en a rope, fixed from the top, o( tile 
spire of St. Ma&y's Church, Shr&wsktr^^ to a tree 
on the other side the river Seveiai, such as firing piSi^ 
tols, beating drums, &c. &c. attempted to slide down 
across the river, but the rope failing, he fell in St 
Mary's Fryars, and was dashed to pieeesj. J^ebruary 
^, 1739, aged S8 years. 



UPON JOHN DEATH. 

Hebs lies John Death, the rery same 
That went away with a' cousin of his name* 



■ ■ .l.lff !' 



UPON ONE BLINDE AND DEAFE. 

Heke lies DicRT Fuehman, 
That could not heare or see mat* 
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RIPPON CATHEDRAX. 

Here Ijeik 
JOHN JAMES, 
The old cook of Newby^ who wwb a fiuthfnl fer- 
Tant to his master^ and an uiurigh^ dowari^t, 
honest man. 

Banes amofig stanei 

Do iie foa still, 
While the soul wanders 
'en where God w^l. 
1707. 



.i ..I I 



ON JOHN ALLEYNE, B.D. 

BECTOB OF LOUGHBOROUOH, 

AND HIS WIFE AND SON, 
fVho died in the year 173P. 

Vjuv to the dead are tears, and Tain is praise. 
And vain each fond memorial we can raue : 
So on the pyre Arabia's incense thrown., 
Glads with its sweets the Hying scenes alone. 
The friends we mourn with sacred love were fraught, 
And truths diyine with Christian zeal they taught; 
Still may they teach, still from the gjare impart, 
Such truths as melt the eye, and mend the heart. 
Oh ! from the tomb, may holy musings rise, 
And life's poor trifles^ «• they read, grow wise ; 
For friendship poureth not the plaintive strun, 
Nor builds' the hallowM monuments in T^n ; 
If the sad marble lild& thf&iiTiiig pause, 
And vice QaeijQtf>m«nttQ reflfiotion draw?* 

¥0L. I. L 
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ON MISS STANLEY, 

By Thomson* 

Here Stanley rest, escap'd this mortal strife. 
Above the joys, beyond the woes of life. 
Fierce pangs no more thy lively beauties stsdn^ 
And sternly try thee with a year of pain : 
No more sweet patience, feigning oft relief. 
Lights thy sick eye to cheat a parent's grief; 
With tender art, to save her anxious groan^ 
No more thy bosom presses down its own : 
Now, well-earned peace is thine and bliss sinoerei 
Our's be the lenient, not unpleasing tear. 
O born fo bloom ! then sink beneath the storm, 
To shew us Virtue in her fairest form ; 
To shew us artless Reason's moral, reign. 
What boastful Science arrogates in Tain ;' 
Th' obedient passions knowing each their part, 
Calm light the head, and harmony the heart* 
Yes, we must follow soon ; we'll glad obey, 
When a few suns have roU'd their cares away : 
Tlr'd with rain life, we'll close the willing eye; 
'Tis the gre^t birth-right of mankind to die. 
Bfess'd be the bark that wafts us to the shore. 
Where death-di?ided friendship parts no more^ 
To join thee there, here with thy dust repose. 
Is all the hope thy hapless mother knows. 



ON Wt. .. .«x^, 

: . ITAO BIED AT ^XSMVA* 

Hees lyetii wilUng-WiLiiB, 
With his head iult of 
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ON A LADY, 

WHO DIED IN, A COVSUMPTIOK* 

Nipp'd bj the chilling hand of death, 
A lovely flow'r here withering lies ; 

The morta] part is lodg'd beneath. 
The spirit n^oHnted to the skies. 

For sure in man's superior race. 

Some portion must suryive the grave ; 

Else why for fame the restless chace 
That prompts the good, the wise, the brave ? 



IN CAMBERWELL CHUaCH-TAEO. 

MR, JAMES BLAKE, 

fVko. $a^d rtmnd the loorld toith Captain Cook, a$ 
purser ofmteqftke ships ; died the ^5tk June^ 1803, 
ngedOf years. 

Th^ boist'rous main I'vp tr^veis'd p'er, new seaQ and 
lands explored, . . * 

But now at last am anchor'd fa§t, ia pes|fe a»4 si- 
lence moor'd ; ? . / ' 

In '^ hopes t' explore the realms of blisSy unj^nown to 
mortals here,^ .? », / 

And haven in a heavenly port, Great God to praise 
and fear. 

ON .SBAIIG£S^« ▲ MISER. 
Heb« lyiMhlUaiar Sparges^ 
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ON VARJKEBLy 

Archbishop rf Canterhmy, in the reign of Q^tcn 

Give thine, whilst thiti^ tl^ejare, for when once dead 
They then ar'nt thine, for jon from them are fled: 
Another owner now supplies thy place, 
Who says 'tis his, not thine,^ as once it was. 
Use time, and Ao much good, whilst time is thiQ^^ 
In future a^es then thy name will shine. 



ON A YOUTH, 

Ilf ▲ C0T7NTRY CHURCH- YARD. 

A TIE to earth with thee, dear youth^ is gone ; 
ii tie to heav'n with the^, dear youth, is fiqwii* 
Qh 1 as a father lifts his streaming eyes, - 
And Tiews your home, the bright en^pyrea^ sldei^. 
May fond reflection on his William's bliss, . 

Allure to brighter worlds, and wean from this. 
To riBach thy raptures b^ it all his care. 
And all his pride to sufler and io bear. 



CATHEWP^AL CHURCH OF NORWICH^ 

Under this ston 
' Lyes John Knapton, 

Who dyed just 
The 28th of August, 
M,. D, XC. and one^ 
Qf tbte ckwcjk petip^aaoA* 



• I 
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Ifiscriptum on the Frontispiece of '« CHoekf in the Co* 
thedral Church of Norwich, on tahich is painted the 
Sun and Moony to whom the Clock seems to speak* 

PucEBVB I tell aU the ho^n, amd all at r^t 
As tbou, or thy pile sitter ; Day and Niglst^ 
Nor ly no more thnA jou, in ought shouid enr^ 
If he ruPd me^ who guidai yoa, and each stai^ | 
For liflle I rightiy tell^ if of his drt^ 
My learned keeper, will his help impart. 

What's the Day gdn^^ 

And jao good .doiae ? 

Alas ! if so it be 
^ 'tile day is triily lost -to tfaoe# 



MRS. ELIZA SMITH, 

Who died %Sth Jammry, 17^6, aged BO^ 

Here flourished once, whilst heaven did life impart, 
A soul seraphic, and the purest hear).; 
Witll^ learhing, candotir, a capacious niiild, 
Blest with discernment, aiid a taste refined ^ 
Soft and engaginig convetse i and the ^&ife 
A pleasing look and eterb whining mnfle. 
Add each Mr TJrtue, crv*ry grace futt-tdburn, 
Knib^ <o the woi^fd, but to l^ei^df vtrktfoWD^ 
From Wisdom's sacred fount .she earLy drew 
Knowledge diyine, and practised what she knew* 
To all alike her fiicAidty hcip dis^Ay'd, . 
Where Pity prompted^ Charity obey'd* . 
Such was her wor£hj whate^^ was wanting here, 
I9 now cAtifpftfted T^ tt .l^jn^^ s{)hei«. 
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• ON A YOUNG MAN, - 

H^ died for Love. 

Free from this dream of life, this maze of care^ 
Here rests the lover and the friend sincere ; ^ 
Alive respected) loy'd b^ all but one^ 
To him the same sls tho* beloT'4 by none. 
This dearer one by cruel slander strove 
To wrong his faine as she had wrong*d his loT)e« 
From her, nnlund reproaches wounded mom 
Than a)l Uie giddy turns of chance before. 
Those arrows, piercing in a tender part, 
Fresh -wounds inflicted on a breaking heart. 
Death saw what Love, his faithful slave, had done, 
And kindly foish'd what the boy begun. 



ST. sitithin's church, KORWiaX. 
ON MATTHEW BRIDGES, 

. Who died inlets. 

Matthew Briitocs, wrapp e d «p4n clay, 
Lays here intomb'd until the Judgment day : 
He iiv'd in good estate, in faith he died, 
AndOriovr ^ hope witk Chrifit Ii?es glorified, j 
As he is now, so shalt thou shortly be. 

Death's Bridge is laid it passage next for 4^ee.. 

■ ' ' ■ ' . . . / 

ggtsaysgg I I ! I I 1 , 1 I I ' ll II I ! I . 

ON LITTLE STEPHENt, 

A KOTED 7IDD£ER, IV JETirFFOLK. ( 

Stephen and Time are now Both even ; ^, 
Stephen beat Ttme^ now Time's l^t Sie/^hen* 
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ST. CHAD$, SHREWSBURY. 

Tinier the figure of a Pheasant^ with two hands points 
ing upwards^ is this inscr^ion^ 

At this signe lived I, 

God Bles the Knight and his Posterity. 

Here lieth the body of a true penitent 

And beleevinge soule. 
Thus eyery man is bom to dye 
And leaves this world, and so do I. 

Price, Vintner. 



MARSTON, OXFORD8HIRR» 

ROBERT LODERy 

Who died in the year 17dS. 

I WOULD have my ndghbours be all kind and mild, 
Qoiet and ciyil to my dear wife an4 child. 



I I [ i II iii M iiiii '. eewgHg < 

IN I<AUDER CHURCH-T^RD, SCOTLAND. 

ON ALEXANDER THOMPSON. 

HsRE lyes interr'd an hooest man^ 
Who did this church-yard first lie in ; 
This monmnCTt shalf-makc tt known 
That he was the first laid in this ground. 
Of mason and of masonrie 
He cutted Btonos right curiously. 
To Heayen we hope that he is gone, 
.. Wbej^e Christ is the chief porner-stone. 
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ON A TtRING L^ABT. 

TM hapfty 9(Hil hath left Its fair ubode : 
How pale the'elieek irhere warmth and beauty glowM! 
Where now those charms that held th' ^miring sight? 
The bloom m hear'n's unclouded a^ure bdght ; 
Th' attractiye smile hy nature taught to plea^ ; 
The mien that temper'^ dignity with ease ? 
Ah where ! yon solemn silent vault survey. 
Where writhes the reptile o'er its kindred clay ; 
There read on pride's stain'd cheek ithe gen'ral doom ; 
Then pause : — wliile memory bleeds upon the tomb. 

Perhaps while we th' untimely stroke bemoan, 
She bends adoring at th' Eternal's throne ; 
While from our eye-balls burst the streams of woe, 
Her happier soul can wonder why they flow ; 
Or smile, and pitying our mistaken sighs, 
Can bless the hoxu that calfd her t» the skies. 
Yet must our sorrows stain thy mournful bkr; 
Such sweetness lost demands a. tender tear. 
Thine was the breast by conscions virtue warmed, 
The heart that pitied, and the look that charm'd ; 
The beam of wit from sparkling genius brought, 
Its fire chastisf'd by cool directii^ thought ; 
SnperifMr fienae', by passion ne'er hetray'd, 
The kindling transport, and the judging head ; 
The thought whidiari ani oandid taste relbie; 
The gen^Qusi wish; tiiefeeting sanl was Ahie* 

T im m ihii iiiHfi n 'ifi'ii I. 

ON A JUGGLER. 

» 

Death came to see thy tricks^ and cut In i^rain 
Thy thread, why didst not make it whole ilgain. 
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ON A YOUNG LADY. 

In Tdn our tears, lamented maid, are shed) 
In Tain with sighs we mourn thine early doom; 

The pangs of woe can neyer reach the dead. 
Or pierce the silent mansiona of the tomls 

Yet, sacred shade, the tributary sign 

Which friendship pays, as due to thee, secdve ; 
Wk3e 'tis the lot of worth like yours to die^ 

It must be nature's privilege to grieve* 

Thy tender bosom is no longer warm^ 

Thy cheeks will glow with blushes now no more; 
For death, alas ! has triumphM o'er a form 

Design'd to conquer all the world before* , 

Hence mortals learn this truth by heav'n design'd. 
How frail is If!^, bow short the present state ; 

And know that aH the virtues of the orind, 
Can ne'er exempt us from the stroke of fate* 



ON A SERVANT, 

JFha Ivced tvoeiUy ytars in anefamiif. 

Remember man, whoe'er thou art, 
Not he wb^acti ^llie gr^t^est part, 
But they who act the best^ will bo 
The happiest men eternally. 

^ ON MR. STONE. 

Jerusalem's curse is not fffWira m lam^ 
For here a stone upon ^ Stone you 8ee» 
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^t. MART, LOW-LAYTON. 

If yon will the trnthe hxwe^ 

Here lyeth in this grave, 

INrectlj under this stone^ « 

Good Lady Mary KTif«ME»Toi9E. 

Who departed thys lyff, the truthe to saj, 

In the month of August, the twentj^first daj* 

And as I do well remember, 

Was buried honourably Ihe fourth daj of Sepiember^ 

The yere of our Lord rekynd truely, 

M V C forty and eighty varily ; 

Whose yerly obyte and anniversary 

Is 'determined to be kept sure 

At the cost of her son Sir Henry Jetningfuiin truely^ 

Who was, at this makyng^ 

Of the qiieen's.guard cheff capteyn. 



ON THE RE\r, lif R. THOMAS PRINCE, 

Wioaadininr, Aged 74. 

Who lies hefe? Reader, stay: 
I, Thomxs PniwcE, lie In clay— 
And he that reads, tliink of me^ 
And of the glass that runs for thee. 



CAULDON CHURCH,. STAFFORDSHIRJL 

Here lieih Maecsaret MAKiroia), 
Aged fierea tiows seven years old. / 
80 does Geo ROE Kestt, her own dear ^ther^ 
H»«oiiefr||v«^ether. ., 

July 31, 1760. 
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AT FARhAMy NEAR NAWQIVTH CASTLE. 

JoHK Bell broken bc^w 

Ligs under this stean : 

Foure of mine een sonaet > / 

Laid it on niy weam* 

I was a man of my meat. 

Master of my wife ; 

I lived on mine owne land 

Without mickle strife. 



ST. CHADS^ SHREWSBURT. 

, ON THOMAS LYSTER, ESQ. 

FFlesh and Blode as Vow are, so was // 
Dust and Asses as / am, soe shall Yow be. 

ON A SLUGGARD. 

Lo ! here does lazy Lawrencb lip,>: 
Who, when he bade the wprld ^ieii| 

Criedr— " O, what bliss it isto difi^ 
^ For now^ I've nothing, nore 'tp.4o !' 

^ ^ - - ^ 

f 



, I 



THOMAS NKXa 



Here lyetk Thom. Nic&ft' liodjv i , 
Who Irred a foot, and dyed anodjr^ ♦. 
''* ^'Afffdr his soule, aske'them tiiat can IbH 
Whether fooles sotAeBrg oe lolitBTtti oa kell 



, * 

« < 

i 
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TO THB HClfOAT OP 

MISS SUSAN MACDONALD, . 

Who died at Lisbow , where she went Jin* the rtcovery of her 
healthy March 1803, in the 22nd year ^ her age. She 
was the eldest daughter of the Right Honourable Sir 
V Archibald Macdonald, Lord Chief Baron of Eng- 
land. 

Led, by paternal LoTe's protecting hand, 
Where g4^den Tagus layes the Lustan strand, 
In search of bafany heaHh, we mw ^ee part, 
While Hope spoke comfort to thedouMng heart 
Vain were) alas ! the promises she ^aye 1 ' 
The blosaom fell, and dropp'd iato^he gr^e ! 
Those airy forms* which erst thy hand porkay'd, 
Reca! to Fancy's eye thy povted sh«de 5 
Taste shall thy early talents learn (to mMm, 
While sacred friendship marks thy distant urn. 



ON MR. RAMSDEN, OF HALIFAX. 

AFFWCTioif -9 daughters stw this fiowcrdeca^r, 
And mou/n/d the loss of fragrance, change dfhoet 

Twas straiy;^, 1 in spite of casre k pin'd away,> 
No art its head could rear, its bloom renew. 

Affliction's daughters know, this flower decayed, 

And met no loss from death ; beneath out sJsjet 
Not half its hi^ or fragrance were displa^y^d? , u 

By death jtjahiM the bloam of Paradf^fr : 

,^-_..- .>' »_..,, . , ■'•■!* *i'H 

Wine i^fy tik^gitUdnwuq^ fiDond ^ h^ p^flijpj^ 



157 



ON AN USURER- 

Here lyes ten in the hundred, 
In the ground fast ramm'd: 

'Ti8 a hundred to ten 
But his soule will be damn'd* 



ANOTHER. 

Herb lyes he, underneath this stone, 
That, whilst he lived, did good to uMie^ ' 
And therefore at the point to dye 
More cause had some to laugh than crj. 
His eldest sonne thought he had wrong, 
Because he lingered out so long. 
But new he's dead, how ere he fares 
There's no one knows, nor none that cares«. 



LooKE man before thee how thy death hasteth^ 
Looke man behind thee, hf w thy life waslietii ; 
Looke on thy right side, how death thee desiretb^ 
Looke on thy left side, how sinne thee beguileth| 
Looke man aboYe thee, joyes that ever shall last, 
Looke man beneath thee, the pains Without rest. 



Heue fyeth Menalca^, as dead as a logge, 
Wiro fived like a devill, and died like a dqgge ; 
Here doth he lye said I ? then say I )ye,i 
For from this place he parted by-and-bye. 
But here he made his descent into hellf 
Without either booke, candle, or beU. 
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hiimded to be placed on a Sione irt the Chunk oj 

Brotnhamj WtUs, 

Tiis not the tomb ia marble polish'd liigb, 
The Tenal verse, or flattering titles nigh, 
The classic learning, on an impious stone, 
Where Latin tells what Engtishh\\i^*d to own, 
Shall shroud the guilty from the sight of God, 
Incline his balance, or avert his rod ; 
His hand can raise the crippled and the poor, 
Spread on the way, or fainting at the door ; 
And blast the villain, tho' to sdtars fled, 
Who robb'd us living, and insults us d(»id. 



QUEEN ELIZABETH. 



Who died at Richmond, the Uth Day of Maf'cht 1602, m 
the fOth Tear of her Age, and 45th of her Beign. 

The Queene was brought by water to White-Hall, 
At every stroake the oares tears let fall : 
More clurig about the barge : fish, under water. 
Wept out their .eyes of pearle, and swome blind after. 
I thinl^e the bargemen might, with easier thighes, 
Have rowed her thither in her people's eyes. 
For how so ere, thus much my thoughts have scan'd^ 
She'd come by w^^ttsr, had she come by land. 



ANOTHER. 



Spaine'^b rod, Rome's .rnine, Nethei^lano's relief, 
Earth^s joy, ^Gi^A^p's g(|i^me, World's wonder^ 
NAifi^DRE's chifife^ •. ., a ,' . 
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ANOTHER. 

Weepe greatest isle^ and for thy mistress|9 deikth 
Swim in a double sea of brakish water ; 
Weepe, little world, for great Elizabeth, 
Daughter of w^i-e.; for Mars himself begot ber £ 
Mother of pea<ie ; for she brought forth the later. 
She was, and is, what can there more be said,^ 
Oa earth the chief, in Heaven the second maMe. 



ANOTHER. 

Rings, qneenes, mens judgments, ^7^9 
See where your mirrour lyes : 
In whome her friends hath scene 
A King's state in a queene : 
In whom her foes surrey'd 
A man's heart in a maid ;- 
Whom least men for her piety ^ 
Should judge to have beene a diety. 
Heayen since, by death, did smamoQi 
To shew she wa» a womaa. 



■r< 



ON A GREAT EATER. ^ 

A GLUTTON renown'd 

Lies under this ground, 
Who for ever to eating was prpne^ 

Before his last breath 

He*d e^tt have eat death j 
But there he found >nbthing but bone; 
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ON PRINCE HENRY, 

Son of James L 

Reader^ wonder tlunke if none, * 
Though I speake, andzam a stone. 
Here is shrinde coelestiall dust, 
And i keepe it but in trnst. 
Should 1 not my treasure tell, 
Wonder then you might as well, 
How this stone could choose bnt breake, 
If it had not learnt to speake. 
Hence amaz'd^ and aske not me. 
Whose these sacred ashes be. 
Purposely it is concealed, 
For if that should be revealed. 
All that reade would by and by 
Melt themselves to teares and dy. 

Within this marble casket lies 
A matchlesse jewdi of rich prize, 
Whom nature in the world's disdain 
Bat shewed, and then put ap again. 



ON THE SAME. 

By Giles, Fletcher » 

It wise, amaz'd ! depart this holy grave. 

Nor these new ashes ask what names they have ; 

The graver in concealing ttiem w98 wise. 

For, whoso knows, straight melts in tears, and dies. 



IBID, . ,. 

I have no vein in versfe, but ff T tvM - ? '^ 
Distil on every word« pearl, I would. ->:'-' 
Our sorrows pearl drops, not from peilPf iMPf '«i)re<^ 
Whilst other Muses write, mine only cry4s« *'^^ 
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Here lyes, wkin tills dialy flace, 

(The Xi.ORj> baveimerGy onbun I) 
The Wisesfil^ iu a wooden cave. 
Exempt from haogiAQ platgues, Hnless 
Yott^layJiis wife beside him. 

Some people fthinlf:^ if this were dpn^ 

Thb' dead, lie woold be.ready 
To rise before his time^ and run 
The Lord knows where, to shan 
That termagant, his lady. 

Since he is gone, 'Us bard that ifhe 

IShould *be so long deserted, 
Why, Death, shouldst «hou so partial be^ 
Since all good peofAe do agree 

^T\b pity they were parted I 



r, when iriie cones, notiptaite) 
But hold her teasing nonsense .: 
FoTiit\k% Wee$el smell a rat, 
Hc»ll Ay ?hl8 wife, ill tell you that, 
As Jie'did 'OBce his conscience. 



ON T80MAS STRONG, Esq. 

i»^9fs>^gm ps^ident, and in w<»d sincere, 
In friendship faithful, and in honour clear ; 
Thre' JMe'^s Tain scenes, IhlB same in eyery :part, 
A steady judgraejisti and an honest heart.^ 
Thon vaunl'at npifconoiaw latt Iby boaaA, a nfnd 
As inluits fiiMUtew^ andasduifebi kind. 

TOt. I. u 



im 



* ' Hees cool- Hke mkef of 

La«e of thb Parish, BlaeksmitiL 

He was bom in Sea-cool Line, 

And bred at Hammersmith. 

From his youth up he was mtich ad^Hcted 

To vicet^ 

And was often gnilty oSforgerjf. 

Having some talents for trofty, he tiberebj 

Produced many heais in his neighbourhooOi 

Which he usually increased, by blowing up 

The coals. 

This rendered him so unpopular, that when 

He found it necessary to adopt cooUng measures, 

His conduct was gevemlly a^ompanied 

WiA a hiss. 

Tho' he sometimes pfOTed A iMnn fri^n^ 

Yet, when his interest' was concerned, 

He wid^it aconstani EiikU^^Mfik6.w}iik$^ 

The itoniW09hi^ 

Regardless of the hi9ui:yiiMjm^4 do.therfdiliy ; 

And when he liid> assy matter of.^toment 

Upon the anoU^ he'seldaailailed lOHNmUt 

To bis <iwn' adrontBgiB* 

Among numberless iilstftnoes, that might bftfiYcn 

OftheorhiBlt^of.hif4i9peeitiA% . 

It need^mlyM meotion'd, that > 

He was th^ iheaitsof hanpng.maffyiOflhoinnooeBt 

Fanfly of the fislff, i. •) ro^^ 
. Under the idle»pffeteiiee,of tkoepiq| ^m 

And put gT€kt^misA^f}ftiiltifm$4}^ieei 
Into the hottest flames ; 
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Merely^ as }k^6etl^r^d^i»softmi3Bte obduracj 

0/ their tempers. 
At length, after passing a long life in the 

CcMiiflitssioii of these blade tiethnsif 
His Jire being exhausted, and hh-^beUowi 

Worn out, 

He^d oif to that place where QxAy 

The fervid ordeal of his own forge 

Can be exceeded, 

Declaring, with his last pi^, 

That ^^Man is bom to trot$ble t»ih^ ' 

. '* Sparks Jiff upwiirds,^^ 
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.ON A TAILOR. 

rfilms'r^sts a fovm^ ooce like a manH 

in \ftoloiir, shape, and feauture $ 
W'ibdse measuf^Sypt^m&es^ aBdf)6ift9|i 

Were guided by goo4»n«ttire. 
Alfhoiigh no seamiii, ^tiiil on) »mird4\- - 
• "N<iO traveller, y«tn«iinlil«i^ « > ♦.', *- j,^ A 
IHil' table Was idih&tUmgclAtoj^iir.^ .m . i 

And beef, ^sattifiA hyhiaribmibk' 
^6ugb fushion pres^dhis daiiy immSf i* 

FrOffi^Saturday iiH Mboday ; ' \ V i 
In a new sidthe said his pn^'rs,* \ 
'^%'^UT(^iBom06am^ on Saodayi* 
But Death, ihat notfiiiig bnman spares, 
^^i#{|0itlooiUi oV'bDtocl^es^ '^ ^ ' i 
At last stole 4JWI Wra-iinawafc-es, 



* r * <^ "."^ 
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« 

ON SHENSTONB. 

REAj)Ef{^ 'if genius^ taste refiuM^ 

A native elegaace of mind ; 

If yirtae^ scienc^ maajy sense, 

If wit jthat never gave offence, 

The clearest head, the tenderest heart, 

In thy esteem e'er ^aim'd a parj^ 

Ah ! smitfe thy breast and drop a tear, 

For l^now ftiy Shenstone'*8 dust lies here.' 



I 
i 

r==s=ss=s=T=s=ss= ' ' 

ON A YOUNG LADY- 

A 
For her each gentle fmsom grieves ; • 

'Tis not , the turf alop^ that heaven : . . 

Pity and I^ove her io$s deplore, , , 

Their fav'ri^ child can fall no more : . . . 

* ^ * t 

And see the woodbine loves to stray 
Around the sod th^it clasps her cla^; 
The primvose wijth tbe vi9)et vles^ 
To deck the grave where beauty lieflu 

Here Melaqchply,. l<n\ely maid ! « 
Shall oft th^ live-lopg night be laid ; 
And when the morning light appears^^ . 
{letiv^ tbe verdu«0-^with her teax3» . 






^ Here lies my poor wife^ wollioal M oMlMitfVeV'' ^ 
But dead as a door-nailj God be thaaMedr -^ ' ^^ 
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ST. JOHN TMJUrafetfS^ KAR6ATE, 

ON AN INi)USTAlC>U»TRAI)B8MAJ^. 

The scirf^f'd sftones ihstt Hhrt^ng tiie sstered' walf^ 
Elab'raiie tributes of ^p\i?eBrd Choie ; 

OiM< ifeeting homage coiiimY)til7 fecal 
To- wealth, to wft, (to power, or^ttaine'. 

This humbler tatilet from dbfNhin's ettd 
WflfttW raise one tropfiy on' a Simpler planr, 

To^ the kind husband, and the faMifaf fn^ntf, 
. The; carefuF parent, and the' honest/ itmm 

Through nmnj years of unremitted tbil, 
In other's serrice he maintaui'd his own ; 

He saw a decent nnm'rousoffirpring smiley 
And often Me^^ the p6ot tasta*^ betiison. 

Known by the. ends of being, to have been, 
This tale, so brief, shall well record his praise. 

If pausing here npoti life's shifting scenes- 
One reader imitates his well-spent days ; 

Then, at his death, the tear, (the moral giT'n) 

Though drept on earth, shalf beexhard^ to^hetffOtii 



t.i l l ■i n ifcggg;aggaBpagg 



ON mu YALl,, 

THE HIGHWAYMAN. 

Hebe li«» Do Y Ac& I Reocter^ if ikiale Ihom witi^ 
Look to Ay purser if femaie,^ to thy heart* 
Much haveclmtil he* made' of both; for all 
Meohe marie* to stand, ajutk women he taaAertMi 
The seconik conqueror of the N ormal race — 
Kni§(fatBi tm his armg dlii^yieidj~afn3riadre8fto'his>fact: 
Old 3ESy1^f^J^I^9rjy lilpil^d'siiiiustriow thief; 
Dv VikLc^i^^leriittH' ji^,^ t>u ^mu the ladiea? grief. 



r 
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to TITE HCMORT OF 

MISS SUSAN MACDONALD, , 

Who died at LiSBOVy where she weiUjhr the ttctroery qf her 
healthy March 1803, in the ^%nd ye^r of her age. She 
was the eldest daughter of the Right Honourable Sib 
, Archibald Macdonald^ Lord Chief Baron of Eng- 
land. 

Led, by paternal Love's protecting hand, 
Where golden Tagus lares the Lusian strand, 
In search of bafany lieaHli, we saiw 4hee part, 
While Hope spoke comfort to the doubting heart 
Vain werC) alas ! the promises sbe gave !* 
The blossom fell, and dropped inte^he grai^e ! 
Those airy forms* which erst thy hand portray 'd^ 
Recal to Fancy's eye thy parted shade i 
Tast&sball thy early talents kam-to ntdom, 
While sacred friendship marks thy distant urn. 



. ON MR. RAMSDEN, OF HALIFAX. 

Afji^ction's daughters saw this Hower decay, 
And mourned the loss of fragrance, change Of hue-; 

'Twas strajig^ ! in spite of care k pin'd away^- 
No art its head could rear, its bloom renew. 

Affliction's daughters kiKOw, this flower decay'd, 
And met no loss from, death ; beneath out ^ec 

Not hatf its hues or fragrance were disrpla^y'il ^ , ,ji 
By death ;it jain'd the bloom of Paradf de^; \\ , . r 
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ON AN USURER. 

Here lyes ten in the hundred, 
In the ground fast ramm'd : 

'Tis a hundred to ten 
Bu,t his soule will be damn'd. 



ANOTHER. 

Hbke lyes be, underneath tiiis stone, 
That, whilst he lived, did good to n<Hieu ' 
And therefore at the point to dye 
More cause had some to laugh than try. 
His eldest sonne thought he had wrong, 
Because he lingered out so long. 
But now he's dead, how ere he fares 
There's no one knows, nor none that carea«. 



LooKE man before thee how thy death hasteth^ 
Looke man behind thee, h#w thy life itasMih ; 
Looke on thy right side, how death thee desiretb| 
Looke on thy left side, how sinne thee beguileth, 
Looke man abo? e thee, joyes that ever shall last, 
Looke man beneath thee, the pains without rest. 



Here lyeth Menalca^, as dead as a logge, 
Who lired like a deTill, and died like a dog^e ; 
Here doth he lye said I ? then say I lye,. 
For from this place he parted by-and-bye. 
Bu^ here he made his descent into hell, 
Without either booke, caudle, or beH. 
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htimded to be placed on a Stone til the Church of 

Bromham^ WUts^ 

diva ' 

nfis not the tomb in marble polished mgli, 
The venal verse, or flattering titles nigh, 
The classic learning, on an impious stone^ 
Where Latin tells what English blushM to owQ^ 
Shalt shroud the gailty from the sight of God^ 
Incline his balance, or avert his rod ; 
His hand can raise the crippled and the poor. 
Spread on the way, or fainting at the door ; 
And blast the villain, tho' to altars fled, 
Who robb'd us living, and insults us dead. 



QUEEN ELIZABETH. 



Who died at nichmond, the 24th Day of Maifch^ 1602, m 
the 70th Tear of her Age, and 45th of her Beign, 

The Queene was brought by water to White-Hall, 
At every stroake the oares tears let fall : 
More clurig about the barge : fish, under water. 
Wept ont their .eyes of pearle, and swome blind after. 
I thinl^e the bargemen might, with easier thighes. 
Have rowed her thither in her people's eyes. 
For how so ere, thus much my thoughts have scan'd^ 
She'd come by ^^i^t^ had she come by land* 



ANOTHER. 



Spaime's rod, Rome's^ ,ruii^, NexkeOtLAnd's relief, 
Earth^s joy, ^G]^A^p'sg||iQ,me, World's wonder^ 
Nat^R^'s chiefe. . .. .; ... -t 
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ANOTHER. 

Weepe greatest isle^ and for thy mistressf^ ie$& 
Swim in a double sea of brakish water ; 
Weepe, little world, for great Elizabeth, 
Daughter of w^nre.; for Mars himself begot ber % 
Mother of pea<ie ; for she brought forth the later. 
She was, and is, what can there more be said,^ 
On earth the chief, in Heaven the second maide. 



ANOTHER. 

Rings, qneenes, mens judgments, ^7^y 
See where your mirrour lyes f 
In whome her friends hath seene 
A King's state in a queene : 
In whom her foes surrey'd 
A man's heart in a maid i 
Whom least men for her piety * 
Should judge to have beene a diety. 
Heayen since, by death, did s^mmoQi 
To shew she wa» a womaa. 



ON A GREAT EATER. ^ 

A GLUTTON renown'd 

Lies under this ground, 
Who for ever to eating was prone. 

Before his hat breath 

HeM e^fi hare eat death ; 
But there he found >ndthing but bone; 
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B£y. DR. DODDaiDGfl, 

Of Northmijpiim* 



« » ■> . « ' 



: .Suiu|>x«iE«f g^Biiis ! and with science blesa'49 , 
Of 0v'rj brilliant excellence possesB'd ; 
Bejon^ the common standard, learn'd and wise. 
Of cQiidtiGt artless, and abo^e disguise : - . . / 
In whofn^ but equals few, superiors noney. 
Tba frienid^ the husband, and the father $^h<^e • 
^.tntori formed t' implant in yielding }(Qi|th». 
Andy inlo fruit, mature the seeds of truj^ ; / 

y / A. wHter, elegant in manly charms, , , { 
Who, lULe the sun^ enlightens while he warn|6 ; 
A pastor, blending with diyinest skill, 
A seraph'r knowledge, wM a seraph's zeal : 
Not only t(WglU religion's paths, but trod ; 
And, like illustrious Eaocn, walk'd with God. 
Do^^Jrjdf e '^. tliese ricb embellishments, combined. 
Wbre tBinc ; but who can paint an angel's mindr 
Heav'n saw thee lape^fp^^i gh>ry, and, in lore, 
Remoy'd thee hence, to grace the reakns abore. 

ON A GEMTLSMAN AMD lUS WIFE, 

Who^ dki, ^'» ^tttfi i^ffs^arfttg^ fm d^ after nmrriftga^ 

Attkb' fine^^ cruel haind of fate • - 
Gdiild^ottl and body ^epatatej ' 

Itf dotild hbt mto andirtfe ditide ; ^ *' 
-mey'm'd one mt; otoe dea^ Wf^'rtf^d. 
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on: THE LATE LORD CHATHAM. 

Bless'd with a he^trt on life's exalted plan, 
Here rests the relics of a noble man ; 
Who left his yirtnes io the world behind, 
Grayed, deeply gray'd on evVy Briton's mind : 
How nobly good, how jnst, and great bi&ptn^A^ 
How much lamented, and how dearly lor'd-^^ 
Let ev'ry friend to British freedom i»ll, 
Who felt so mach when he nntimely TeiL * ' 
Those vlftnes ever shall unsuUy'd stand, '^ ^ 

' 'Gainst ruthless slander, rais'd by erivy*^ hMld^ 
Hi^iEioiintry's Muse shall hover o'^rhis grar^ 
And'fdv htar sons implore his sacred shadel -'' 
Pleas'd, TieV them — ^pay that tribute to his- nAme, 

t WMdi worth like PiU*8 will eyer justly elaioi. 



INSCRIPTION 



< . /. 



r 

ON A CELEBRATED PQEt's TOMB-StONt, \ 

• InBerksMtc. ' *''' •» --^^ 

This modest stone, what few yain marbles cani 
May truly say, here lies an honest man : 
A.poeibless^d beyond Che futtt^sftkfi^ » > ^ 
Whom heay*n kept sacred from the proud and great; 
Foe to loud praise, and' friend to learned ease, 
Content with science. in tbeyal^ of pea^ ; 
Calmly he lo.ok'd oiv ^Afjior Jife ; jand hete 
Saw np^'wg to ^Sta fm ^^M ^^ 5 
.]^rP0i,ii|Ltace> tidnper^ jteasirf^e/^fied ; 
JSe liV'd respected, and lamented died. 
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OJSr AN OLD SERVA|?T^ . 

Pass not, proad nkdirtals ! HdnB umiiiiidfiil 1^; ' 
Here moulders one, who never told a He ; 
Wlio ne*dr dfetractc^ from another's fame ;■ 

, Nor e^e^, by scandal, brought a neigbboar shalse ; 
In- life's upeven |)ath contented trod ; 
Curs'd not h)s neighbour, nor blasphem'd'h^ God ; 
To convlferse private gave no list'niitg eai^; ' " 
Nor was one slander ever known to hear^ /' . 
Vfkoj silent to his friends as to hi» foes, ' ' 
Hi» master's s^creto never would* disclose ; ' ' 
But faithful, sober, pious', good, and just, ' ' ) , 

. Serv'd hkn obedient, and fulQird hfe iru^ i '' . 
Mote quiet none,, in boastful Greece or fLottiky 
For know, reader, he was deaf and dUifib. 

^wwwwgc II ' I ri m n 1 '-A* 

ONm. tliiU TtfE AJStRONOMJfilfc, J 

Beweath thi^^^tbne, the wOkVd^ just wonder lies, '' 
Who, while oninn#F,' iiatf Tsng*d the Sfpacious skies ; 
Around tiw stars his 46tife boiti' had flowii^ 
And seen jtli£jr,cpurses fiiiish'd ere his own* 
Now he Enjoys those realms he did explorey 
And finds that (lea^'ji Jie knew so well before* . 
He thro' more worlds his victory j|>ur$u'dy ^^ 
Than the brave 0:reek coutd wish to have sul^i^Yd it 
In triumph ran pne vast creation o'er, ' ' ^ „ *.i 
Then stopp'd;* tor nature cQuidf a'fibra jio' nfopoq 
With CkeW's speed, voung Ammon^s nob^ Dnd 
He came, saw^iN|nquish'd, wept,ie^r^^d^;^n^yp'd. 
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ON KING JAMES. 

He that hath eyes, now wake and weepe^ 
He whose waking was our sleepe, * - 
Is fallen aslecpe himselfe, and never . ,^ 

Shall wake more ; till wake for ever. ' . . : f 
Death's iron hands hath closM those eyes 
That were at once three kingdome's «pies^ r. 
Both to foresee^ and to j>re¥ent • 

Dangers, so soone as they were meant. , 

That head, whose .working braoine alon« f 

Thought all men^s qiuet but his QWm^ . ^ 

Is fallen at rest, (eh!) let him ha^e . •/ 

The peace he ient ns, te the g'ra;^.^, ■, ^ 

If no Nabofh, all his raigne . ; I 

Was for his frnitfaU vineyard skune^ ^ 

If no VouAH io8t his life, f 

Because he had too fayre. a wife. , ^ ,| 

Then let no ^hemic's curses wound 
His honour, "vr pvefeiie^tlfB-ifFOiffi^y 
Let no black£«moathed bf«athe|l.n|nk;f; fi^^j^ 
Peaceful James his ashes stnrre. 
Princes are goids, ((O)4ota0t then 
Rake in their graves lo proTA tbef9»|Q(^ .^ . 

■9Bsst9SMa«aBttfaitaq^i^f«H|s ,1 

ANOTHER. ^ . ; 

For two and |:wenty yeares, long cat^^' 
Vmr ^roy,i^ng such an heire, 
Whioh to the peace he hafl Diefore,' 
May adde twice two and twenty more. 
* For his dayes travels, and night watches^ 
For's crasie sleepe stolten by snatches," 
For ti^o fierce kingaonies Wound m one, 
)f qV all jte did and meant to have done^ ' 
Doe liifs lor tibn, terite o*er His dufti; ; '^' ' '' 
Jambs the peacefull and the just. 
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OK OKI or QVtMS CXIZASETH^a MA|2I0^OF HOKOUH. 

Qere lyes, the Lord haye pacrcy ^paH .h^rj^^ . 
One of her Majestie's inaides pf hpnour : ^ , 
^ She' was both young, sleader, and pretty,! 
■^ "She dyed a maide, the more the pity ! ^ 
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ON THE KING OF SWEDEN. 

Seeks not reader here tofinde 

Entomb'd, the throne of such a nunde. 

As did the brave Gustayus fill, 

Whom neither time nor death can Icill'i 

Croe and reade all the Ceasahs* acts^ • '^- ^'* 
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Tk» rag« of Scithian cataracts. 

What Epire, Greece, and Ro«b hat&^^tiK '> 

WhvtkingdoDiesGothesaadVandJils'i^illii^ '^ 

Reade all ike wi|rid*s heroine story, ' ''- -^ •" '^\ 

Asd leame tot lia)fe^iiiAi?rD*« glory. .^ "' 

These conqucsrtd lirlDg, bat life flying, > 

Reriyed the foes he conquered dying, 

And Mars has offeredf as he falls 

An ]M)ca^ialie wi gensrait^ * 

The great comparer ^o;ild not tell 

Whence to draw Out his parallcll. 

-Then dqe j^ot hope to finde him here. 

For whom earth was a narrow sphear; 

Nor' by u search in this smairmarbie roBde^ 

To fifide a king do 'fkrre atbdre ar tombe; ' * 

"^ ' -i. • : • '. J. . • -1 Jfl > ■ 

.. :4 ^V?!i.M iUiij 1 1 HI H I I ' -I i ■' ! •: u,UtX '*. < 

UpQifctlify^ (]ilabd«t}i^ ]^«tft e^styL^fiAP^j^i^ o? 
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^^ ' ON QUEEN ANNE, " ' "' 

MARCfit%itfa'lii8 windahath strucke ac^r ta^ 
And weeping Aprlll mournes the cedar's fall,' ',^ 
And May intends no flowers her montii sKaJll llpng^ 
Since she must }ose the flower of all the spring. 
Thus Marches wlnde hath caused Aprtt^showers, 
And jet sad May must lose her flower of fl^frers. 



IT 



ANOTHER- 



Thee, to icirite, the great God sent a starve^ : ■'" 
Whose nearest friend anid kinne, good ptiAceaaie : 
Who, though thej runne their race of men^ aaddye. 
Death sertnes but to. refine their majestic. * 
So did^o^r Qaaene her e^rtfrom hence remQtty 
And left this earth to be enthr^n'd abore. t 
Then she is changed, no€dead, no good^pfiitoedjeSy 



But like tibe sunne, doth onlj set to 

' • • • • I • r 5 

T7PON THE TOHB O^f TffB S^KAW'Ot - 

4 

HENRY YE TSIKD, 

Lute King of France^shme hy ^ JacoHne Vfy&y 15B9* 

Whether thy choyce or chance thee hither brikifs, 
Stay, passenger, and waile the hap of kiqgs* 
This little stone a great king's heart doth hold, 
That ruled the&^le Fi^nelr and- Polacks bold, 
Whom with a mighty WfdUke host attended, 
WHh trayterous knife, a cowled monster ended*^ 
So fi;^9ji|]«faiefith0 Wgbest earthly things, 
Goe passQngi% anA w^le the l«te of Uagii* 
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CDiCHBSTER/ 

Here lies » old MMier, mhon sttiWMt (^pplaod, 
Since he isuffer'd ouioh hardi^ at home and akrMd^ 
Bst Abe hardert enga^^emeat he erer was to, 
Was the batde of teff'ui the conquest ofdit. 
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Ilf TBE CHURCH OF KIRKBY STEPHBlTy 
W^XMOl^EJUUtiP* 

ON THOMAS TH6 FIRST LORD WfldkBTOM; 

)f^ /tes (ttftecf t^th His :tw0 Wha, EJetour and Anne. 

Hers f , 22lbflM» fFk«r«Mi, A^'Ue, 

With \3£tta|f0r under 4ii)r ^ead, ' ' 

And JM^ m^nidfe bi^ by, 

>Atfkd JAi^ aBjO0)d as liead ? ' 

.O howcan I apeak viAont drefcdf 

Who could my sad fortune abide ! 
With one devH under my liead, 

And aaatber laid <doBeon each Me. 



. mmmmmmmsmmam 

ON EDMUND SPENSER, 
TheToet. 



At DelphasAhdae 4me did a icvkt p aap oa>< y • 
Which by the oiacle «Mist be ileliwwdy • ••> 

Whether of poets wefethaibe^aonafmiV, ■ >> ' 
Those that taiiTlwei/as Ihiwe? tilafr fcc da e ea s wfc 

The G,Qd'iaadaaa#«er, itf dira^ «fg|pesii#«^: . / 
While Sf£]fii(a.is fAra^ it JiSNNftpsittQA. 
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THIS INSCRIPTION IS ON THE FAMILY VAULT. OF 

SIR HENRY POLLEXFEN: 

Who lies heere ? whie dont e ken ? 

The family of Pollexfen ; 

Who, bee they living, or bee they dead, 
• Like theirre own house over theirre head, 

That when'er theirre Saviour comme, 
. They allwaies may bee found at homme* 



IN THE CHANCEL OP STEPNEY CHURCH. 

ON BISHOP KITTE. 

Undyr this 8to^5 closyde and marmorate^ 
Lyeth John Kitte, Londoner, natyffiB. 
Encreasyng in vertues, ro3e to hygh estate, ' 
In the fourth Edward's chapeii, by his young lyife, 
Syth vrhych the seventh Qepryes service primatyffe^ 
Proceeding stil in vertuous efficase. 
To be in favour with this our Rynges grase. 
With witt endewed) chosen to be.J^gate, - 
Sent into Spayne, where he right joyfully 
Combyned both prynoes,4f>^P^>>^'^ostamate. 
In Grece archbyshop elected worthely, 
And last of Cartyel ralyng pastoralfy. 
Keeping nobly household wyth grete hospitality, 
One thousand five hundryd thirty and sevyn ; 
Invyt<|tHfte wyth pastora^^arys, {;ohsumyd wyth..ag^, 
The ninete^th of JFun reckonyd full evyn, 
Passyd to ,Hcvytt from worldly pylgramage. 
Of vniots S9ibl goodef pepul of cherite^, 
Prey, a^9«iWod^ be ^eyd'fop^ ; tor tf^us must ye lie. ' 
t Jenitpnef^^* L^jr heipe. 

YOL. I. N 
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MARTYRDOM OF ST. ALRAN, 

Pcnnted on Glass, 

The image of our frailty, painted glasse, 
Shewes where St. Albania life and ending was : 
A knight bdbetds the naTtjr, but see soone^ 
His eyes di^Optoat, seeing what they had done, 
And leaving their own head, seem'd with a tear 
To wayie the other head, lay mangled there ; 
Because his eyes before, no teares would shed^ 
His eyes ]ike teares themselyes fell from his head. 
O miracle, that when St. Alban dyes, 
The murtherer himselfe weepes out his eyes. 



BRIGHTON. 

ON MARY GARNER. 

O, deare mother, you are gone before, 
And I a rajtch watte at thq dore. 
Sin doth not only keepe me t^ens, 
But makes me loth te go from hens. 
When Christ hath heald me of my sin, 
Heei macke me tite, and let me in. 
This was her darter Ab^al's desbre* 



UPTON GREY, HAMPSHIRE.^ < . : 

LADY DOROTHY EYRE, 1560. ,' 

Sles»b, my good lady, sleepe; enjoy yoiir vest 9 
Some daughters hATe been ^ise^ but ^o«tthe4itk. 
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UPON AX ANOIENT KKI«HT, 

Sia J£RN£GAN. 

Buried crau-kgged at Somerhf, in Suffolk^ 

Jesus Christ^ both God and man^ 
Save thy servant Jebnegan. 

UPON A lady: 

Who diedofd Woken heati^fro» eseeempe kne qfher Im^umd* 

WtiUttibif the hmbanfi. 

These lines with golden letters T have filPd, 

Here lies that wife whose husband's kindness klll'd* 



ON RICH HEWET. 



Here lyes ridi Hewyt, a gen-tleimiii of iiote, 
For why he gave three owles in his coate, 
Ye see he is buried iti the church of St. Paul, 
He was wise, because rich, and now you know all, 



ON A POOR LABOURING MAI^. 

Honest, ioduBtrioos, without guUe or art, 
His task performing with a oheerful heart, 
Tho' poor, contented his short race he run, 
His labour ceasing with each setting sun ; 
For good received hi9 graiteful thanks would flow, 
Tile best, the only boon he coitld bestow. 
So'pasfl^d his>d^ft ; and^ having done kin beftt^ 
Tkii faiNWlt^ f»ithf«l< poor aan Mnk to rest. 
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WRITTEN ON 'TITE SPOT WHCRK CAltDItCAt WOLSET IS 
SUPPOSED TO HATE BEEN BURIED, IN 

LEICESTER ABBEY. 

Peers, priests and princes, lords of every clan, 

Who in the title's Yapour lose the man : 

Mark this plain spot, where grovefiog brambles ware. 

In humblererdure over Wolset's grave : 

His purple honours and pontific pride, 

With ail life's baubles now are Is^ aside ; < ' 

Here stripped to nature, and without disguise, 

The child of fortune undistinguish'd lies ; 

O'er his cold turf th' unmanner'd travellers go, 

Nor heed how great a statesman rots below. 



^ ON A LAWYER. 

,Hic JACET, Jacobus Straw, 
Who forty years follow'd the law ; 
V Wh^ lie dyed, 

THh^ devil cryed, 
Ja^^, .give us your paw. 

^ ^ " 'tassesaasaBtisstaaasBsmBsamBsam- 

•■* '. ' ' . 

TO THE MEMORY OF 

SIR HENRY GOODYER, 

Of Pokmorth.' 

An ill yeare of a Goont^R us bereft, 
Who,gon to God, much lacke of him here left, 
Full of good gifts, of body and of mitirfe;*^ 
Wise, comely, learned, eloqiieitt^Adkiridl 
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UPON A MAN OF LOW ORIGIN, 

JBut who, in regpect to hit nrnne^ claimed kindred toith a mast 
noble family. Being a notorious lyar^ the following epi" 
taph was written on him. 

Here li^es M. F. the sonne of a beare^wacd^ 

Who would needs beare armes'in de^pight of the 

Hernaught, 
Which was a Ijon as blacke as teat-stoBe^ 
With a sword in hi9 pawes instead of a whetstoiie«u. 
Five sonnes had this lyar, 'tis worth r^vealinf. 
Two arrant lyars, and three hang'd for stealing ; 
His daughters were nine, never free from sores. 
Three crooked apostles, and sixe arrant w*— s,- 



IN PETERBOROUGH CATHEDRAL. 

ON SIR RICHARD ,WORME. 1589. 

Does worm eat Worme ? Knight Wormc this truth 

confirms, 
For here, vdth worms, lies Worme a dish for worms, 
Does worm eat Worme ? sure Worme will this denjjr, 
For Worme with worms, a dish for worms don't lie. 
'Tis so, and ^tis not so, for free from worms 
'Tis certain Worme is blest without his worms. 



ON MR. SANDS. 

Who would live in other's breath ? 
Fame deceives the dead man's trust ; 
Whea our names doe change by death^'^ 
Sawps I was, and puw am dust* 
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TBn PHIlOSOPBtCAX. EPITAPH Of 

W, C. Esq- or twice FIVE HUNDRED, 

Clowdcd bj threat'ning Disasters. 

Tor a memento mori on the philo9oph^*& (tqmb) ttone, 

Tyr'p of the world, at last I Comid 
This nest, to rest me in the ground ; . 
I'm naked) yet I feci no cold, 
' Feed that, that had fed me of old) 
And quietly enjoy this place^ 
With fne^ib about of my owa raco; 
Weep not then heroi but banish fears^. 
Or let thi9 dpst d?y ^p your tea??s,; 

My soul's in Heav'n, with saints in peace, 

Where angels sing, and never cease* < 

These groupd3 of m^n's p^ortality^ 

Rests here awhile^ till perfectly 

Pntfify'd^ purg'd, cleansed, and at last 

ReviTed with &oul and spirit, by blast 

Of trumpet, which being joined, shall shine. 

And be spiritual fixt dtvtOe, 

lake Cbdsti and one for ever be. 

V. a 

Which being thua, is double you aee» 

w. a 

Who this punning astrologer W. C. was we know 
not, unless he be William Coejier,. at the sig^ of the 
Pelican, in little Britain^ the. publisher of the euri- 
ous Tolnme on the Philosopher's Stone, &c. in. 1675, 
dedicated to the konourable Robert Boyjbe fMid jSlias 
Ashmole, £iq» to which th^ epitapk 19 prefiicn^. A 
TaluablQ catalogue of akyBiical jboojia closes jthis 
scarce little book. 
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ON WILLIAM LAMBE. 

As I was so be yee, 
As I am je shall bee^ 
That I gave, that I haye^ 
That I spent, that I had : 
Thus I end all mv cost, 
That I left, that I lost. 



IN ST. PAULS. 

Here lyes John Doo, a servant of GrUd^ to whom he 

is gone. 
Father, or mother, or sister, or brother, he never 

knew none^ 
A headborough, and a constable, a man of fatnej. 
The first of his house, and last of his name. 
Dyed, buried, and deceaSt, th^ fifteenth ^f May, 
One thousand five hundred and fifteeil, biding Whitson 

Monday. 



ON THE ABBE t)E LA RlVIEIlE. 

fFho left an Hundred crowns ia the periom mho produced the 

best t^taph on him. 

Here lies, where fame stands on reicord, ' 

High as his birth can do : 
Was prudent, wiso— <yo«!f ea^^a Wortl— • 

The wtiter here Ifet tco. 
You'll ask, perhaps — and, asftitig fk)wn«-^ 

Why then his praise I've thumlei^'d, 
• fieTniite,*foron«|»cl»se>*oiwr 

I gain fit com a hundreds 



. t' 
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6N DR. BURNET, 

< 

BISHOP OF SALISBCRT. 

Ify Tom Btxmn. 

Here old Sarum lies. 

As great, as wise, 
And leam'd as Tom Aquinas ; 

Lawn sleeves he wore, 

And jei no more 
A christian than Socmus^ 

Oaths pro and con 

He swallow'd down, 
..7*ook fees like anjla^-man; . 

Bea3, preach'd, and pray'd^ 

And yet betray'd 
God's holy word to Mammoo. 

Of every vice 
He had a spice, 
Tho* a renowned prelate; 
Yet liv'd and dy'd. 
If npt bely'd, 
A true dissenting zealot* 

If such a soul 

Tohentveatisfltolei 
And 'scapM old Satan's clutches, 

1^'ill thfin pi^^^Bifr * 

* There .iiiiiyAbe(rimi& 
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TWICKENHAM CHURCH-YARD. 

As soon as she could reason oa the rules 

Of her duty, she 

Began her care to obser?e them ; 

RecoRimeDding the religion she professed^ 

By its uniform influence on her conduct. 

Her faith was approved by her obedience. 

Her excellent principles by correspondent morals $ 

The life she led, in the most corrupt times, 

Would have done her honour in the puresL 

Devout, retired, mortified. 

Yet ever easy, pleased, cheerful, 

Censuring only. by excelling. 

Possessing, but to distribute ; 

Glad to discover what she might commend in others; 

Oyerlooking no worth, except her own. 

Such she lived consistent throughout ; 

Wholly intent on preparing for a better world; 

Which death called her to in her 35th year. 

Reader! 

You have here no detail of her descent and alliances ; 

This monument is raised to no worth she borrowed; 

To that alone which will be in her i^ewardcd^ 

And should by you be imitate^d. 



GRANTH.iM CHURCH-YARD. 

John Palfrymmkf whidi iieth here, 
Was aged twenty^four year ; 
And near Ihlfr p lftoo bis mother Hes» 
Also his father, when he dies^ 
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IN A'CHUfeCH.YARD IN HERTPOtlD^HIRB. 

BY DR. YOUNG. 

If fond of wliat is rare, Attend ! 
Here lies an honest man, 

Of perfect piety, 

Of lamblike patience^ 

My friend J. Barker^ 

To whon I pay this mean memorial 

. For wkat deser? es the greatest* 

Ad example, 

Which flhoae thro' all the donds of fortune ; 

Illustrious in low estate ; 

The lesson and reproach of those abOTe him. 

To lay this little stone is my ambition ; 

While others rear the polished marbles of tht greatj 

Vain pomp! 
; A iutf o'er vir^ charms as more. 



ON BONNEL THORNTON, Esq. 

Whoe'er thou art who seest this honoured shrine. 
One moment pause, and add a tear to mine, 
A manly tear, to his fair mem'ry due, 
Who felt such feelings as are known to few ; 
Whose wH (tho' keen) benetolenoe tuppress'd. 
Who nevei*" penn*d a satire, butiny^^^. 
Tis noMT, oh ! death! thy poignant sting we own, ' 
»Tis now, ob ! grave ! thy victory ii shown; ' ' 
For lo ! herein full prctaiatuTOly fie 
The only part of Thon^tan which cooid 4^4u ^ '" 



187 

A REMARKABLE EPITAPH, , , 

in a country chuch-tard. 

Passenger, ' 

Suffer me to infonn you, 

That oyer these ashes 

No tear waa. eyer shed, and that for many yean 

This tarf has wanted a signatnre ; 

For a moment let oblivion withhold her exultation. 

With sorrow and sincerity, 

This plain stone is inscribed (by one whom he 

never saw) 
To iht memory of the Rev. Peher Elkinoton, 

a man 
Of great genius, and many virtues; 

whose lot it was in this world 

To live in neglect without comfort, 

And to die in solitude without a friend. 

Great God, are not these things noted in thy book ! 



ON A YOUNG LADY. 

Whadiadfor JLove» 



Here early freed from sublunary care, 
Rest Ae dear relics of a beauteous maid, 

Whose yielding softness prov'd her fatal snare, 
' By love subdued, by faithless man betray'd. 

SfiQuld the false youth observe this humble ston^, 
He« for whom 4aily Harriet vamly sigb'd > * 

Let him reflect, H was for him alone, 
She wiab^'d to Uve^ ; fgtr him alone «ha died* 
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HATH CAT&EDAAL, ' '" ' 

ON A LADT. 

A charwtir teorthy qf imitation. 

Who was neyer once seen ruiSed with anger. 
Or h^ard to utter e'en a peevish woi'd : 
Whether pain'd, or injur'd, th^ same good woman^ 
In whose mouth, as In whose character^ 
Was no contradiction ; 
ResfgnVly gentle, dbttrteous,-aiFalbIe^ 
Without passion, though not without Aeofie, 
She took offence as Mile as she gave it ; > 
She never was^ br t/Mk an enJomj ; 
To Seryaots, mild ; to relations, kind ; 
To the poor a friend ; to the stranger hospitable; 
Always caring how to p^e^^' ^er husband, 
Yet not less attentive jto the one ihing needful. 
How few will 1)© able to equal, 
What all should endeavour to imitate! 



mmmi^^im^mf 



ON A YOUTH. 

' Waen ttge tiN patient, and without r^fgret, 
Lies dbtm ii^ ]^ace, and pays the general' debt, 
'Tis weakness most unmanly, to deplore 
Thd death of tiiotie who relish life no more, • 

^ But wheft fair youth, that evety promise gave^ ' 
Sheds his sweet l>loSMm Un the lasting gravey ^ 
An^eso'e#ilotW'Mtiitea<iyai's«reamMg t^r^ ' 
And each Stfdl'bD^offi'biea^es 4ho^(£ i^iioetf^ ^^' 



INSCRIPTION IN BUNHILL FIELDS. 

<< Hark! from the tombs a doleful sound, 

Let all attend the cry ; 
Ye liying men, come view the ground, . 

Where you must shortly lie. 

, 'i. « 

Your wasting lives grow shorter stiU^ , , . 

As months and days increase, 
And every beating pulse you feel, 

Leaves but the number less* 

Good God ! on what a slender thread • ^ 
Hang everlasting things, ' ' - 

Tb' eternal state of all the dead 

Upon lifers feeble strings." " ' 



BATH eATHEDRAIi* 

ON LADY MILLER, 

Who died at Brutal ^ohWeils,Ju^fi ^tk,ll^%,;0ged4i 

years, • 

Devoted stone I awwdt4^tbe.w- r ec k B of ^ time, ^ 

Uninjur'd bear thy Miller's spotless name ; 
The virtues of her yotith^ and.Hpfin'd prime, 
The tender thought, ih' enduring record claim. 
When do^i'd the Rumerous ey4eS:tbi|t-yQujad tl^f'Mer 
Have wept the loss oi wixie*exleQdedi w^r^ > 
O gentle str40ger^ may one gen'rous t$|[Nr, « 
Drop ^ thou bendest o'er this hallowed earth ! 
Ar&^trath and'i^eoius, 1qv0 an4. fAiy^- thv^ / . 
With Jib'ral charity^ and faith sincere ? 
The^ ^^esi jl^y. wao(l'rii|g,&teps boiieiith this jshriBey 
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ON HUDIBRAS, 

BT 8. BUVLfiE. 

Under ihU stone rests Hudibras, 

A Imight as errant as e'er was ; 

The controrersie only lies, 

Whether he was more stoot than wise ^ 

Nor can we here pretend to say, 

Whether he best coald fight or pray ; 

So till these qaestioos are decided^ 

His rirtttes must rest undivided^ 

FdH oft he sufierM bangs and drnbsy 

And full as oft took, pains in tubs ; 

Of which the most that can be said, 

He pray'd and fought, and fought and pray'd ; 

As for his personage and shape, 

Among the rest we'll let them 'scape ; 

Nor do we, as things stand, think fit, 

This stone should meddle with his wit* 

One thing, 'tis true^ w« ooght to tell, 

He liT'd and dy'd a colonel ; 

And for the good old cause stood buffy 

'Gaingsfr many a bitter kick and dufi*: 

But since his worship's dead and gone^ 

And mould'ring lies beneath tUs stone^ 

The reader is desir'd to look, 

For his acbierements in his book^ 

Which will preserre of knight the tale^ 

Till tim and deadi itself shall fail. 
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ST. CATHEAlffE'S fiE|IMlTAGE, NEAH BATH, 

ON MISS THICKNESSE. 

Reader^ if yoath should spftrkle in thine eje, 
If on thy cheek the flower of beauty flows ; , 

Here shed the tear, and heaye the pensire sigh. 
Where beauty, youth, and innocence repose. 

Doth wtt adorn thy mind? doth science pour 
Its ripenM bounties on thy vernal year ? 

Behold where death has cropp'd the plenteous Mre^ 
And heave the sigh, and shed the pensive te^« 

Do music's dulcet notes speak on thy tengne I ' 
And do thy fingers sweep the sounding lyre?> 

Behold, where low she lies, who sweetly sung 
The melting strains a cherub might Inspire. 

Of youth, of beauty then, be vain no more, 
Of music's power, of wit and learning's prize : 

For while you read, those charms may all be o*er^ 
And ask to share the grave where Anna liesj 



II ! I 



KOTTINGHAM. ^ 

ON THE EARL OF ESSEX. 

Here sleeps great Essex, darling of mankind, 
Fair Honour's Lamp, foul Envy's prey, Art^s 

Fame, 
NatureS pride, Vertue's bulwark, lure of mind. 
Wisdom's flower, Valour's tower. Fortune's shame, 
England's suu^ Belgians light, Franc6*ssta,ry Spaim'i 

thunder, 
Lisboh*s lightning, Ireland's cloudy the whole wotld'i 

wonder. \ 
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ON JOAN OF ARC. 

Here lies Joan of Arc^ the which 
Some count saint, and some count wit<^ ^ 
Some count man^ an^d «ome count more ; - 
Some count maid> and some count whore : 
Her life's in question, wrong or right, 
Her death's in doubt by laws or might : 
Meantime France a wonder saw, 
A woman rule 'gainst Salic law. 
But, reader, be advis'd, and stay 
Thy censure tilF the judgment day ; 
Then sh^t thou know (and not before) 
Whether saint, witcb^ man, maid, or who)re. 



TEMPLE CHURCH, 

ON JOHN WHITE. 

Here lies John a burning shining light. 
Whose name, life, actioBs, all alike were whxte. 

ON DR. GOLDSMITH- 

If to amuse, at once, and teach the age; 

If with new light, t* illume the historic page ; 

If with the comic scene to touch the heart, 

And good instruction with a smile impart ; 

These to possess, with purest manners join'd, 

With an extensiye, penetrating mind ; 

If these are virtues good men value most, 

And if such virtues, too untimely lost \ 

Demand the ieiider tear from pityini^t eyes, ' i ' 

Ye ge&'rous shed them here where Goidsmiih lies. 
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IK WBTmltSTni AB.CT, 

ONTH£SAM£, 

If a Latin imoripiiony hf Dr, \hhn$Mt, ihu$ tfmraUtt6i» 

Bt the l€fte of hi9 assodfltes, " ^ ' * 
The fidelity of li» friMids, ' 
And the ymenktioii of his reaiBtetfij 

Thit monoment is TsudC^ > J' 

To the M^DOiy of 

OuTBil CrOLD^MtTH, 

A poet, aaataral^pUlosophef, andafii hfstiyHafi, 

Who Mt no species of writing vntonehed by !il9 pen ; 

Nor touched any that he did not embellish : 

Whether smiles or tears were to be excited, 

He was a powerful yet gentle master 

Orer the affections ; 

Of a genius at once sublime, lirely, and 

equal to erery subject; > • ' 

laexpresuon, at once Lofty^ elegant^ md gfaoefbl* 

He was bom in the kingdom of Ireland, 

At a place called Piajlas, in the parish of Forney, 

And county of Longford, 

29th NoTember, 1 781 .* 

Educated at Publin, 

And died in Loadon, 

ApiU 4th, 1774. 

* Johnson had been mittoformed in this partffalar : it has s{B<!te 
been ascertained that he was bom MoverabM* ^b, 11S», a«d b)r 
many it is sofrposed that £lphiu» in the oomity of lUscoaiiaoiii wfs 
the place of his birth. 
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LfNES ON TBI} SAllre. *^ 

« ft i -» *. ^ 

A^UEU, sweet bard ! to each fine fecimg tme^ 
Thy Tirtues maD j, and thy foibles few ; 
Those fomi'd to charm e*eii vidotts mkid^ — and these 
Wit^ hanniess mirth the social soul to please. 
Another's woe thy heart could always melt, 
None gave more free, for none more deejply.felt. 
Sweet bard adtern ! thy own harmonious lays,''^ 
Have sculptured out thy monument of praise ; 
, Yes, thc^ snriiYe to time's remotest day ; 
^While drops thcbost, and boastfnl tombs decay. 
Reader, if numbered in the Muses' tiiai^^. . .^ ^^ 
Go, tune the lyre, and imitate his strain; 
But, if nfi f^i .^H, dpeuerse 4hp /plap,< •' ) 
Depart in peace, and imitate the man. 



% ^ 
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ON Ttilf'SAME. 

Here lies the butt of all his betters ; 
Thr i^U)#| #4 t«e^ ^orld of letteia ; ^ ■" 
A man of sense of no discerning ; 
A scholar of no greater learning : 

4) bqr4i TM^iSf^^"^^ fi^^n^^ f|iblim/s 
k y^hpl^ half*y«|r tPutag;.a rhyme ^ 
Madq rpar bos^,, gf^Iler^^ and pit. 

Without qne,grw\. of ,B[^pither*wi*; . . . 
A wa(n .o/«cifli«?^sp fMrofp^nd, :...>.». . . ,i ./ 
Hjc'd. pijQTe a; square to {)e a rjMiyfd^;^ * * ,■ V 
Wqutd taj^ ^i^mq^4>mture^ ,-< /, , , .j , ,;: // 
As if him«af b%^yl?jjj^.qf^ftrj ^,;,j> ^i.,^ ,,!» 
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Of animsiiiaii thptgh Umefl, : 
His right hand oft forgot his left ; 
A m'ere good-natured man through meekness, 
His mora/ virtue, ftii/tfra/ weakpes$;..,« r ^ 
A mendicant^ whose matchless skill . , .' 
In woirking cures was sure to killj . . 
By his own art who justly died, » i ; 

A blundering artless suicide : , t 

Shar^, earth- worms, share, since now fie'sdeQd, 
* His megrim, maggot-hitten head. 



. FBOilt CAMD£»'8 KSKAINS. 

A remarkable Instance of God*s Forgiyeness. . 
ON A VERY WICKED MANl 

Who was killed hy a fall from hu horse. 

Betwixt the sttrrtip 'and' the ground 
Merof I ask'd, ilf<9rQ( I I^Hod. 



ON A.Y0UN6 6ENTLE»fAN, \ 

Aged ttpenty-one, , ^ 

Herb lies a you^ (tth wh<*ref0r6'bi«athle8S Hes !) 
Wm'd, without pride, and diffidently wise ;' 
Mild to all faults, which from weak nature flbw'd, 
Fond of all virtues, wheresoever bestow'd. 
Who never ffaye, nor slightly took offtence, 
^'behest goJd tiatute and the best good setise!^ 
^bo living, hoped, and dying, felt tio fears^ ' 
His only sting oTdenth'siiiirettflit^ari); ' 
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ON THE DUJ^E OF MARLBOROUGH. 

BT DR. ^YANS, OF OXFORD. 

The Duchess Having tiered a amsiderahle sum to him that 
should write the best epitaph on the Thihe^'her h/^Aand, 

• 

Heri lies John Duke of MARLBORoucm. 
Who ran the French thorough and thoroi^h ; . 
H^ marr j'd Sarah Jennings^ spinster, . 
Dy*d at SU Jamcs^Sj barj'd at Westrmnstpf, 



ST, ALBANS. ' 

All yee that passe by^ on this pillar ca^t ej[f^ ^ 

This epitaph read if you can ; , ' 

'Twill telt you a tom))^ ooc'^ a^o^ i9,tlu^ rpQO^e ,. . 

Of a brare spirited man- 
John Mandeyille by naroe^ a knight of gre^t jCame^ 

Borne in tUa honored towne.* 
Before himiwaasone,- th^t eY^r was knownis, , . . 

For traYaile of so high renowne. 
As theknightt in the Temple, cross-l^ged in marbl^ 

h avtniMir'witb sword and with sheeld^ 
So was this knight grac'd, which time has defac'd. 

That nothing but riHnea doth yield. 
His tr^Yailes beiqg dqn^ he shines kik^ the anii> 

In heaYenly Canaa^. 
To Hfhi(<h blessed pjm^e, Lonl^of h|B grfce^ 

Bring us idl^ man ftfter Q\an. ' ^ 

^ ' •■ • . 

* He was certaioly horn ii\ this town, but as to hif ^iM li^r^* 
that is, perhaps, a mistake ; for in the QuUfamites churchy iif Itie city 
of Liege y there is a tomb eitct^d to lum,.Titha Latii uUei^ptJbn, and 
they there show you hiskoiyes, thefunivVire qt'his horftCy and thcspvfs 
which he utied in his travels. 
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ON JOHN TISSEY, 

A great Punster, 



Mebrt was he for wfaOm we all now are sad j 
His jokes Wfere manj, and Irat feW we#e bad ) 
The gsLyy the jocnnd, sprightly, aotire^oul^ .. 
No more shall pun ; alas ! no more shall bowL . 
Now at his tomb, methinks I hear Mta say, 
I never lik'd to be io a graoe way ; 
Then by and by, he cries, fbr all your scoffing, 
I now am only in a fit of coffin* 
Thy passiqg bell with heavy hearts we hear, 
For thee each passing belle shall drop a tear ; 
That saMtf h62Me that drew thy corpse ill<lii^> 
Shall be r^^or^Vf in dismal poefssoAg^ 
Ah, 6ow unlike ! yet this is he, we're Silre, 
Whi» 6dc^ ih GraftoA's t6A'ch siat so demurd. 
MMf & ball he gracef uHy b^gaa, ' ' - 

Well rnkf we batbl^ to lose so grettta nian< 
Thy friendly club thdi^ mighty loss ^pK>ie^> 
Their fafchfdl secretary, tiow no ifiot^ ! « *, * 
Thou ne'ei" ^alt secret tarry ^ tbo'ln deAth^ ' 
While puns ai^ puns, oil" puiinittg ibMr have bteaHi. 

HIS EHTAPH. 

• • ' • • • ' • ... 

BfiHEATii this gravel and those stone^^ 

Lie poor Jack Ti$sey's skin and bones ; 

His flesh, L oft have h($ard him sajy^ 

He hop'd, in time, would make good hay 

Quoth I, how can that come to pass ? 

WJh«& h^ replied, '' all fles}i is gj^ues.'* 



im 



MAST£R JOHN GILL. 

, . .•-'■'{•;.•' 

Bencat|i this stone, by the bone of his bone^ 

Sleeps Master John QUI ; 
Bj lie9y when alire, this Mtomey did thri?e» 

And.oow thfkt he's dead he lieu stiii» 



ON DRYDEN. 






Oceatianed ly 'teeing hit bust in ■ WestwUntttr Ahhty^ -mHi/ 
nothing hU hi$ name inscribed tkere^m* > f • « . 7 ' . 

Reader ! *with awe approach this sacred busj^, \ ] 

Revere the shrine^ and bail the hallowed dpst ^ , f 

Ye Muses, ail the sweets of fancy brii>g, 

The sumnier's full blown pride, and bloom of spring, " 

Cmne crown'd with garlands f rnm yoiir roseate bowers, 

And the sad shrine perfume with choicest flowers ; 

Or hear hip,.fftiii9ysi^o»itbei)read abode, 

Glow in each line, and thunder with the God* 

Thy name, oh 0i«ydka ^> b^ <!he Muse bel^y'd, 

By .ail adffljf 'd, by all m^lpn4 appi-OT'd ! 

Shall shoot and flourish in perpetual day, 

Till time grows old,>aiid'nfMMirywaUe 9iw%jt « / ■. 

Though dumb thftbutt^ .yi)tfa>ti*re bards siui^ tell^^ 

None eFer jbar^d so high, or mofce iamelited liall/ 

, 'l^f! ^ »"M '»■ ■■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■j l " '■»■ » ■I , ...;, ,.<, , , , ,, 



ON THfiSArMB; H' -. n 



<^ •■ ij 



This Sfu^M TUR*4 1 Tbe saeted dm hAmiq L 
Was Dryden'fi <tac« (the rest iifh9 dJimaii^ AiiQ(3f^.!i' :' 



•K THE EpDDEM AND MtJCH-LAVEirrSO DEATH OF THE 

RIGHT HON. SIR JOHN PARNELL, Bam. 

(.• .....■-.. ' . -». 

Late Chancellor qf the Iri^£90fkequfiti^ ■' 

Parhelc is dead ! A2^t l^eart, to friendslii^'dear^ 
No longer shines on those within its spkerti. 
Though sudden was the stroke, shall we complaii^ , 
That Heay'n, in pity, saV'd him hours of pain? 
Pamell is dead 1 norieavies liehii|d| on earth, 
A name more rich in social, patriot worth : 
Ndr phvce, nor titte, eway'd his nobter^nind, 
Great as he fiird them, greater he resig^'dv ' 
An emp|[re's just regret his hearse attends, 
Doar to his country, fipnour'd bj his friencls,;' • 
And loi&g sliall ^lial tears, .and friendship's si^W> ^ ^^. 
Point to the sacjedspot where Parneli lie's, ,/ 

ST. IrfARY MAciWAril«^'^EA»i5wAs^^^^ ^'^^^^^ •' 

,- ON JOANNA iBVaQMLf^o ,w/5t v.- - 

V 

Admir*i>^ betov'd^ kumeiitoiiiifaiio]^ a ^ ^^ o i u , , . t /• 
HuTjry'd a^ftr^^ does hevetinthneiy^e^K ^ruvl. ^w 
Too godd tO'tirey and y^t too^^frdin^itafdie*'?')?' 
Hard fate, that best of things must be 
Always the plunder of iKeTgfave and thee. 
What grief can yeafilllii^ k)S<l^'onr prases tell, 
How young, how good, how beautiful she fell, 
Completeiinf ill[ibttl^to^,i«igiil«'tor fabeiidi^^ 
WjKr>iM^«t/diRdiey^d^ liatM^hev4eatiu' «: - •* ^ 
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ON'MR. joms MVBXr. 



How ! how I who's bn^^ here-? 

John BsEaY. Is't the younger ? 

No, the el40r*BuiKT. 

An elder^B£EBY buried! surely must 

Rather rise up, and live, than turn to clust: 

So may our Berrt^ whom stern death has 8laii», 

Be olUy buried to rise up again. 



ON THOMAS KEMP. 

Here lies the body of Thomas Kemp, 
Who IiY'd by wool^ but df*A by Hemp^ " 
There's notning would suffice this ^uttdn, 
But, with the fleece, to steal the mutton ; 
Had^he but work'd, and HtM' uprighter, ' 
* He'd ne'er been hang'd foi* a sheep-biter. 



■L n H I U,J g3y!|!|KaEgB3apggggg. 

ON OLD WILLIAM. 

KSSPER OF KEW^ GJLTV. 

By John O^ComSe^ Parhh Clerk, 

Old WiLx,'Wh(!i kept tire g«t& ml JE0»^' - 
And kindly let aH peopl« dimif b, 
Was one day treated nuMt «iichril, 
EHiiie^bf 'desfb^'Oi'by'thedd^l^ '-• ^^^ n 
' For.iiiil$, -witbout of neiiMv ^oritfftft^ - * 
Shut upon W«L]b4ii«'g«ti»4)f-if0; ' •- 
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ON SIR CTOMAS OTESMOtLT. 

Written 6y himself. 

Now measur'd out my flays, 'tis herie T re^, '' ' 
That 19 my body, but my 6onl,'hi^ gue*t,^ ' [ 

Is here ascended ; whithet neither f ime,* * ' " ', 
Nor faith, nor hope, but only love can cHulb' r '* 
Where being now enlighten*d, she does knoW 
The truth of all things which are talk'd below.' 
Qnly this dust shall here in pawn remain, 
That when the world dissolves sheMl come again. 



ON CARDINAL RICHLIKU. 

Stat, traveller I — for all yoo. want ia nei^r-^^-. 
Wisdom and power I ask — tbey both lie hero^^ 
Nay, but I look for more, and raise my ai^i. 
To wit, taste, learnings al^aiK^^and fame ;.| 
Here ends your jovmey th^P) for he^^ the sitor^ 
Of RiCHiacu lies — alas ! repeat no more — 
Shame on my prWg! what hope is l e f t for me, 
When here death treads on all that man can be. 
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UPON A SAILOR. 



Whethub sailor oriiat^ f»r a moment axmt / 
Poor JAjcK*sm0m'^6p^4iiM laid^io the i^Mt : -, 
He'll never tai«» #al, ov^fJiare Jbtaivft thf^ iea^ 
He's now all aback^^ivr vfiU.salisgkoot a4wad ; 
He always was bMsk^iMd tho'nawgooe to wreck, 
When he heai» tfie'lasi>if^)iH^ MW jvnip upon deck. 



ON MR- JOHN.PCTT/TGHEWo 

Late Minister at Ghany near Gkugaw* 

Here lies a reyerend Givtm priiest, , 

Who sore agaiast his< will deceast, 
His soul's to Abraham's bosom fled. 
As by his reverend elders said ; 
Others, who knew hi{i youthful joyeS| 
Say Sarah^s rather was his choice ; 
But be as '^will^ his scabbard's humbled, 
JHf^ ^"PJP*^ vp his heels, and down he tupbleclr 
I I t ■ 1 I I I , ., 

CORNWALL, 

ON JOAN CARTHEW. ' 

Here lies the body of Joitn Carihezcy 

Born lit St, Columb^ buried at SU Cue x . 

Children she had fire ; 

Three are dead, aiAl two alire ; 

Those that are dead chusing rather 

To die with the mother, than live with the father.' 
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ST. MARt*S^ ^^OUrlM-GHAH. 

ON MRS. BUFF; ' 

Here lies Mrs4J3utfy .. : .a 
Who had moiiey ^png)^ : 

She M^ it,«P i« a a^eire ;: . f^- , 

AndLwhen si^f^idiod.. « ij 

She shut her.ejCesit • .. \\ 



ON SA^MtJiTL SMI¥h? 



ORDINAET OF NEWGATE. 
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Under this stone . "'. 

Lies a reverend drone, ' ' ^ . , * 

To Tifbum well known ; . * | 

Who preach'd gainst sin, 

With a terrij)lc grin ; 
In which some may think he acted but oddlj, 
Since he lit'd by the wicked, an4 not by the godly. 

In time of great need, 

In case he were feed, 

He'd teach one to read, 

Old pot-hooks and scrawls 

As ancient as Paul^a: _ , v ^ 

But if no money came, ^ . . : , • .{ 

You might hang for old Sam^ 

And fourider'd in psalter^ 

Be ty'd to a .halter, . 

This priest wasi well hun^, /, ,. 

I mean with a tongue^ 

And^ ^MOld- 9008 Ot TICCy" tr-^""' 

Would disaro^i in fi Wce, 
And draw tedrs from a flint, 
Or the devil kln't. ^^ ''' , 
If a sinner iwaie him ntg)i, 
With soul black ^ chimney; 
And had but the Sense . . ' ] 
To give hihi thtf pence, * T 
With a little chui»(jh paint 
He'd make him a saint. \ 
He understood' physick,' , 
And' ctt^'d cough and phthbick ; 
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And, in short, all 'the Hh ' ^ : 
That we find in thft bills, 
With asoTereign balm,. 
The world calls a psalm : 
Thus his Newgate birds, mtc^iittbespaeedf amooB, 
Tho' thcjr Hv'd to no purposer, thtydy'd t6 some tane. 
In death was faii Uop«, 
Ftor'he liv'd by a rof^e ; 
Yet this, by the way^ 
In his priise we hiAy say, 
That, like a true friend, 
He his flock did attend. 
Even to the Vorfd'S' end. • ' 
And car'd hot to Start^ 
From sl^ge oi' from cart, • , . 

Till he first saw th^ni wear ' 

Knots under their ear, * ' " 

And merk'ily swing 
In a well* twisted siring ! 
But if any dy'd hard. 
And left no reward, . ' 

As I told yon before*, ' ^ 

' ; He'd enhance thdr old ^ore, * 
And kin them again 
With his iniirdering pen j 
Thus he kept siA in aWe, * 

And supported the law. ' ' 

But oh ! cmei fate ! * ; 

So unkind, tho' I s4y*t, ' - - ' « .. ? 
Last^eek, to Our grief, • ' 

- Grim deiith, that ofdithirf, v-"' ''* 

Alas and alack ! ; ' ' • ' "• '" ;:♦'• " 
Had the boldness ib paek * - • * ' '^* '^^^^ ^ 
TJifc okT^ri^toft Idstiek; 1 *^ ftt»D* -p* 
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Aiid.whUlber he's gone r 

Is not c»rt»\nly known ( 
But a man may conclude, ^ 

Without being rude, . . ^ . 
. ,, That orthodox Sam v . ^ /^ 

His flock w«uld not sham^ ^ ' , ; •: r 
And to shew himself to 'am a pastor most^Til^, 
As he led, so he foliow'd them all to tie d-r-1. 
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BUKHILI. FIBLD9. 

ON DR. ISAAC WATXi 



r 



To real merit duq, this hpmhle ^ng,. , , , '^ 

Watts, (now no more) tp thee be sacred long, 
Sweet were thy numbers, s^ thy SQul ^%s,|^e?it; 
In virtue rich, with piety replete : 
In vain to thee vice sounds fcer spft alar|p^jf| 
In vain she spreads her gay ^luriug.cbariQf : 
Thy steady z^al, the wiley (90 o'ertl\j»w, ,, 
And gave her veil'd defprmity to new. 1 , . 
From thee our youth» eplarg'd Jheir Qp'ulng views, 
Leani'd fceatFenly truths, and re^cw'j BTflper ute; 
With vary'd beauti^ graQ'd thy ,tun^f\fl,ly^e, 
To charm, deter, correct, improve}, }?^^ir^; 
From topt'fing fears th© siouj d«prpss['djjip /reo. 
E'en Davib's. stiaifts r^ceiv'd^iev ch^rips.from thee. 
In ha»t« to aid,..but in rese^tme^t sW^^i^ ,^ 
An ardent friend, and quick-rfprgiving foftr: 
Oh ! may thy soul I now ^pps'd from mprtat clay 
Wing its swift flight to realm? of endless day ;. 
There aU its glorioi, all its^oys imprpj^ 
In scenes of perfect parity and lova.'. 
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STOW GARDEN?. 
To the memory of 

. 8IGNOB 'FIITO, 

An Italian of good extraction, : 
Who came into England, 
Not to biia m, like most <of bis eouotrymen, .• 
Bat to gain an honest livelihood* 
He Attfil&</ not. after fame, ^ 
Yet acquired it. 
Regardless of the praise of his friends. 
But most sensible, of their loTe* 
Tho' be Hv'd among the great, . / ' 

He neither learnt nor flattered any tIc^. 

.He was no bigot, . , /- 

JTho' he dottbted of none of the thirty-nine ai^l^ i 

And if to follow nattire, : < • i 

: And to respect the lays of society, , ^ 

Be philosophy, i 

He was a perfect philosopher^ > 
* < A faithful friend, 

' A9 Agreeable companion, 
; A loring hasband, 
r ■ . ' ^ And,' th0? an Italian, . . 

. Was distioguisbed by a. numerous ofispring. 
All wbicb he liv'd .to^ see t^ke good courses* . 

, In his. oiUl.iigeh^.retir'd . . 
To the hoiiuie of a clergyman - in the conntr^, • 
^' . I W^re be finisb'4 bis earthly rqca. 
And died an bonouv and , an ex9ii^pl9 ta,th%. 
c , .. i wboie. species. - »,. . . ■ // 

# , .. . .Riiad0ry ... t i, » » • Ij .m ' 
. This s2kMH$.is^g«iiitJ«^ of flattery ;.,.i .^ f, ./ 
For.bei^ t9 i«?JWW:i|:i(j^W »ii«firiV^n s,i/ 
Was not a n^in, < 

But a eRSTHOuirn; 
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ON A COUNTRY CLERGYMAN, 

. Jn imitation of Goldsmith. 

A man he was, who cfwti^d religion^ DWay % 
Unlike the pastDrs t)f the present da)^. 
No worldly gain mis he e*er taught to prite; '^^ 
His motiye, Tirtue ; and his aim, the skies; 
With doctrines sound his hearers' souls he reach'd ; 
And, strange to tell, he/>rac^tV(iwhathe preach'd.*' 
When -starring beggars, for assistance prayed, 
His friendly arm their wretdhed wand'ririgs staid. 
No, suppliant's pray'r e'er pass'd unheeded by ; 
Tear ftnswer'd tear, and sigh su<;ceed^ sigh. 
Altho' no lover of the strolling race, 
j|[)i^ty i^l}^}, he heard each dubious case ; 
If false', dismissed them from his gritteful fare^ 
Since misery only gain'd admittance there. 
^But if their story, told devoid of art. 
Without a colouring reA<rhM the tender' hearty 
Then with ^^hat loVe, what eagerness, what zeal. 
He litrove their sorrows, atid th^ gtf^efs to heal ! 
Declar'd the means to b^ar affliction's rod, 
And taught ^ubjebH<:^ntd Ifl^wift bf God. 
Whene'er Ws parish from their duty sWerv'd,' 
Their passions, i4ces,'ifttlhiatioilb serV'd,' • 
He with a care pat^rnAl iirg<>d redai^. 
In just ))roportion' to his gen'rous aim ; 
Argued from reason's, then from- scripture's laws ; 
A' great deCendet ofit greater cause ; 
When sickness ragf d) ftem doof to door he went, 
His aid to all with eqiiiftf pleasure lent; 
Wjtiv]eyel3ieii%ikadiMiiiMer'dretiefj - '< 
And trttly joyd to Iniiigilte their grief. ^ 
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As to thosf -^pties, so to otibf 150 true^ - 
His every action like the noticed few^ 
Freelrom ambition, eiiTy, pride, or strif^p^ 
He pass'd in soUtode-^*-^ godly {ife ; 
Ti}l death approaching, led his sboi away, 
From dreary regions to eternal day. 



ON A POET. 



tiEBE lies a poet^ — wherq's the j^eat surp^^ t , 

Since all men kno^w^^a, poet deals in Ue^^ 

His patrons know — they don^t deserve his fKmtc^ 

He knows-^he never meant it in his la^ ;. 

Knows — where he promtVe^ he never /^fl^«« 

Verse stands for sack — ^hi^ knowledge-^ot ihei90or#; 

Both out — he's gone-^where poets went befoce : . 

And at departing — let the wmer« know, 

He'd pay his re^^ning — in the rtfa/m^-^'beiow* 

l ij'i i .riMB aaawewgagBaateggMi 

Here lies our Utile baby, Nfmc^f 
By fate cut off in h6r inmndy-: 
How happy would h^ paceoift be > 
If innocent and yonng as she I 
That on their tombs it cotlld be told 
They both bad djr^d i»pi ten 4ay«*p)d^r . 
Both Ans^niid botb olt|ienialiortJ«r|M^'/ii ; 
Both daughters of Thomas and Mary Bi? en. .. , 



.« 
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ON MRS. CATHARINE HALL, 

Of Cruithed Friars y eiieemed the test Ttonftoiff* 
Worker in Europe^ who died Augmt-^^ 1773, 
the foUowing Epitaph was written at her mon\de^ 

sire* 

£iiE my work^s done, my thread is cut ; 
/ My hands are CPld, my eyesight fails ; 
Stretched in myfram^, I'm compass'd now 

With wonasy instead of loveli/ snails.* 
The game of life is finish'd too, 

Another now has ta'en my chair; 
Griev'd there's no shuffling after death, 

I'm gone, alas! the Lord knows where ! 
Reader, attend ; if you in works excel, 
In bliss eternal you'll hereafter dwell : 
And li ywxjday your cards with caution here^ 
Secure to win^ the trump you need not fear. 



*tJndenicath h^e. 

Lies my sister dear, 
As IJies lieceta-^ofki 

As we lies here. 

Children dea^ . 
Our parents, we t>othforg€tt« . 

ON SIR EDWARD LYTTLETONS. 

Hi^RE lie thide kniglits, grandfather, father, and 9cm ; 
Sir EdwiM, Siir fiiward; and Sir Edward Lyttletbn* 

* The silK twUt used in tambour work, called in ttie Frencb Che' 
njUef. 
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ON MR. THOlliS EAJmOTm^ 

PorM Qerk ef Asbfobdj m KesTj aha was a gocd 
Man, and tmeMelient Baek'gmmnofk placer :' he was 
■ mwceedgi^in effiod ly a JMk. TmeA. 

By the chance of the die, 

Oil hU back here doth lie 
Our most audible clerk Master HAMtfoifD; 

Tho' he bore many men 

'Till threescore and ten^ 
Yet at length he hy death i^ badk.gdmfnotf^A 

But hark r neighboiurs, hark ' , . 

Bere again comes the clerk ; 
By'a fi^ very lucky and nice : 

With death we're now even ; 

He just stepped up to hearen, 
-And is with us a^ain in a TVice* 

vmtfamtsmammmmaBBaamm 

ON A TALLOW CfiANDlJER. 

How might his Days end that made JVeeksf or he 
That could make L$ghi<f htnrehdd in Darkness be ? 
Yet since his fVeeks were spent, how cou^d he chose 
But be depttt^d dt Tiigkt^ Bnhf Mk trade fort ? 
Yet dead the Ch an d le r is, and sleeps lA peace^ 
No wonder I long since pelted with his Gf^as9 ; 
It seeiiii^ tAat he md eVill, for DayMghi 
H«' hated, and did rather widi the Nighty 
Vet eattve his Work^ to Idghty att<l ware,r ^SsA gfldf 
PrQy'd in. the fire, but could not trial. hold. 
His CancHe nad an ehd^ and Death's black iujgli^t .,. . 
Is an Extinguisher of all hip Zdght. ' ; 



\ 
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ON SIR JOHN CALF. 

Hi:r£ lyes the bodj of Sivl Jo^v C^hWy 
Who was thrice lord totn^ot of this city. 

Honour! Honour! Honour! 

ThefoUomng iJnes were wrUten hy a €teixdeman who 

remi the above Epitaph. 

O WRETC0E9 Death, more subtle than a< F#3r>. 
Could'st .thou not let this Calf become m 0% 
That he might brouse amongst the biriavs Hod tfiornOy 
And wear, among his brethren. 

Horns! HornisI Horust 



BRINSY, XEAIl OXFORB. 

ON A DOCTOR OF DIVINITY, 

H% dy'd of a q^innyy 
And was bury'd at Brinsy, 



.ii.^ i mm I 



iSUNQTON CHURCai.yARD* . 

As those we love decay, we die in part, , . 
String after string is sever'd from the heart ;, 
Till loosen'd lif^, at last but breathing clay, 
l^ithout one pang is glad to flee away ; 
Unhappy he | who latest feels the blow,,. 
Whose eyes have wept o*er every friend laid low. 
Dragged lingering on ffom partial death to death^i. 
Till dying, all he caa redgmls^ breath. 



/ 
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ON MRS. NOTT. 

NoTT a maidy 

Nott ^— ^a wife, 

"^ott — — — »-a widow, 
Nott a whore- 
She was Nott these, 
And yet she was all four.. 
Nott bom, Nott died, Nott christen'd, NcHt begot, 
Lo here she lies that was, and that was Nott ; 
She died, was bom, baptiz'd, and, what is more, 
Was in her life-time honest, Nott a whor^ : 
' Reader, behold a wonder rarely wrought, 
That wh|bt thou seem'st to read, thou readest Nottm 

- 



IN DUNDEE. 

>^Hii£Bt lies old Johx Hildibroad, 
Hare mercy upon him Good God; 

' As he would do, if he was God, 
And tfaoti wert bid Johw HiLDinRoitDt 



I m il ].i J.i g 



ST. GILES, CtirPPLEGATB. 

ON MR. AIRE. 



UNDfiH this marble fair 

Lies the body, entomb'd, of Gertase At be : 

He dy'4 not of an ague fit. 

Nor surfeited by too inuch wit : 

Methinks this was awond'rous death,' ' " 

That Aire sbotdd die foi^ want of breath; 
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BKIOHTOK. 

ON A YOUNG MAN, 

^ Who teas drowned, 

I^ARENTs and friends weep not for me, 
Tho' I was drowned in the sea ; 
It was God's will it should be so- 
Some way or other all must go» 



' Ala&! no more could Isuryiye, 
For I am dead, and not alive : 
But thou in time no longer shall snrfite. 
But be as dea4 as any man ali?e. 



9«r 



ON THOMAS SOUTHERN; 

Prais'd by the grandsires of th^ present. ^o^ 
Shall Southern pass, un^notedy off the stjage ! 
Who, more than half a century ago, 
Caus'd from ^ch eyetfae teudci te ar to flow ? 
Does not his death one grateful drop demand, 
In works of wit the Nestor of our land? 
Southern was DRTDEN'sfriead ? him genius warm'd| 
When Otwat wrote, and Betterton performed : 
He knew poor Nat,* while regular his Are, 
Was Congrete's pattern e'er he raSs'd desire r 
Belong'd to Charles's age, when Wit riui%igl|^ 
And iiv'd so long but to behold it die. 
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ON A NOEhEMAJk 

I DREAMT that, bury'd in my fellow clay, 

Clofi^ by a common beggar's side I lay ; 

And as. so mean a neighboiir shock'd my pride, 

Thus (like a corpse of quality) I cry^d : 

<< Away, thou scoondrel ! faencef6rth touch me not, 

<< More manners learn, and at a distance rot." 

*^ Thou scoundrel !" in a louder tone, cry'd he, 

<^ Proud lump of dirt, I scorn iky words and thee, 

** We're eqmal now, I'll not an inch resign : 

^^ This is my dunghill, and thte next is ainer" 



ON A GENTLEMAN, 

Who had the happiness qp^heing 9etitetd to death by a 

Young Lady, 

Here rests a wearied youth, by death relie^'d, 
Who, ha d he re s t ed sem^r, stall had IW'd. 
Stttng by a fair tarantula, he ht^% 
He figdr'd'in, hi isaper'd^ lj^Jak'd-4Mid stvay'd 
From the gay ball to the ^Elysisn shade. 
Compute by dances, and^bfirMor^'he pass'd, 
Man's tftiMMt tcttn ; MoU Peai^* wa»,his i^sL 
Y^ think not, Reados^ that he 4aie6 4o U^one 
Thli*b^«Mlteod6'«iiii«e f rom wh«ao^ ]»is xuiq ^m^i 
Too welbthe nynph had by experieo^ fa«qd 
Her eyes tts fiiUa^ tiio' m^ie ^om .thefw^ii^dry ; ( 
Shb wafr'd the triumph of ^ laager ^gl^,.: 
And, from mefe pilyy.kiU'd-hlaft mm(^ vi^kU. 



■jj I 
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ON SIR WiLUEAM D'AY^^NANT. 

HsuE lies ^tbe sulyect.of immortal pc^is^^ 
Who did from Ph^bus' hand receive his bays : 
Admir'd bj all, envied alone hj those^ , ' 
Who for his glories made themselves 4iis ioes : 
Suoh were his Tiriues, thatthej cotild.coikimAiid 
A general applause from ev'ry hand : 
His ea:tt then this on record shall -have, 
A\£%).did uslier D'Avenant^to his grave. 



^ 
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4U«ASTQN£UEiq, 509f^J3.S£TS|IIRJS. 

ON CAPTAIN DYER. 

WuDAmsitheriiword nor. gun in warr 
Could slaj, in peace a cough did marr ; 
'Gainst rebels he, and last and sin, 
Fought the good fight^ died life to win. 
Done by Alexander y his son. 



ON A JHEMAJUP S£RVAiN;J:^ 

4g&i ^'i years. ''' 

Ye rich and gremt, idio bribe tiM |ioelV9iUyii|» 
To Seek tiie vealptar'd toubwith fiilsMDa .praise ; 
Who cause sublime the pompous Hne to flov, 
For fancy'd virtue, and for fkficy^ woe : 
Dsare not to fiFcoff«t'this unpolished .^tone, 
(Rough as the honest verse that's grav'd thereon) 
Which ttarln ^e imnM&«po^,«wlMfeir«al Vf^w^ 
Now yields her poor .rcnniiif to Moth^ £arUi. 
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ON MRS. DSATH, 

.'edMI^blAlf^ LATE OF THE NOltVlCH cblktlNr. ' ' 

Here lies Deat^i's wife : when this way next yoa 

tread, 
Be not surprised should Death himself be dead. 



f « '■>■ 



ON THE REV. MR. G. WHITFIELO, 

In hU Chapelf in TottenJiam Court Road, 

He, like his master, was by some despfe'd, 
Like him by many others lov'd apd priz'd ; 
But theirs shall be the everlasting crovm^ 
Not whom the world but Jesus Christ shall own. 



INSCRIPTION 

ON A^ TOMB-STONE^ IN HERTFORDSHIRE. 

Adjudged to bliss, the saints shall rise, 
To Vn^ertheif Stttibuf fn the lO&ieisi, ' 
AM lire where pteasure' Aever dies. 
^C^i)d^61nh'd, the sinners shrink to hdl ; 
IPhfe 3ki retersc consider well, " ' ' 
*^ With.endlfii8s bariiing3 who can dwell?" 

ON MR. STRANGE. 

HEtailiev one SiPOf^^xio Pagans 7W^^.bn»pi/^)0, 
'Us S^rmge^ Obi not 9Q!strm^^mMiB:^mp :/i 



( < ttattii»ETsnlitE. 

ON A FREETHINKER AND GAMBLER. 

Hebe lies a sceptic long in doubt. 
If death would kill the soul or not ; 
Death ends his doubtfulness at last, 
ConvincM — but oh ! the die is cast. 
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IN ST. LAWRENCE'S CHURCH.YAiflD, 

KENT. 

The grave is a refining pot, 

Unto believers' eyes, 
*Tis there the tiesh will lose its dross. 

And like the sitn shall rise. 



ON JOHN TAYLOR, 

THE WATER POET. 

Here lies the wa^.pp^t^ honwt Sohn^ 
, Who rowod on the 8tr«am& of B^tmn;, • 
Wh«ffe, having many rock^and d^wgj^n fMUt, 
He at the haven, of h«av'ii>arriv'd4U;laflt. 



ON KITTY iPiSff ^ 

Who died soon after dm w(A married, 

SfiE wedded— to live lionest; * tot, when tried, 
Th' expttkatnM she lik'd not^iud so dM. 
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WESTOir FAT£LI«, JKA^l N«RTHAMPT01f. 

H8R£ lie the f^mtto ofibe 

REV. JAM£$ WSSiVESy A. M. 

Late rector of this parish, that very pious man, 
and much-adinired anthor, who died Dec. the 25th, 
1758^ in the 45th year of his age. 

Reader, expect no more ; to uiaku him k nown 
Vaia the fond elegy and figar'd stone : 
A name tnote lasting shall his writings gire, 
There yiew displayed bis heavenly soul, and life. 



ON JOHN UNDERWO(M>. 

Ah cruel jdeath ! that dost do good, 
With thy destructive maggots ; 

Now thou hast cropt our Underwood, 
What shall we do for faggots f 



i^ 



ON A DRUNKARD. 



Bybax^ the drunkard, while 'he.liv'd, wwild say, 
The more;i.d|tnk> the move metbttyks I may : 
fixit see bow death hath prov'd his Saying just. 
For >be bdb dvmik Mmsislf asdvy aa^att^ 
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HOBlN8£Y GHUACHI*YARa 

Lovely in death, so on the verdant phun, ' 

Falls the fair flow 'ret overdiarg'd with ndn y 
Thus early, transient, pufeas sm>w it^dfiv*ify 
<< She sparkled, was exbafd, and w^nttb-fa^^'n." 
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HOBN6CT. 

ON W. COX, 

Who died ()f the smdlUpox. 

In lore I lir'd ; in peace I died ; 
I strove to live, but God denied ; 
Then the small-pox cost me my life ; 
Behind I hai« left mj intended Kvife. 
1 am gone, in hopes my peace tip find^ 
And Irft my dearest friends behiild« 



BEACHINTON CHURCH-YARD, IN KENT. 

ON AN INFANT. 

Ah ! why so soon^ just as the bloonT a{||)oar8, 
Drops the fair blossom in this vale of teiars ? 
Death view'd the treasure to the desart giv'n, 
And claim'd the right of planting it in heav'n. 



ON GTRAY, TKB TCteT. 

Ye lovers, robb'd of all your sottl& held dear, 

Ye maidens, sorrowing for your lovers true; 
Ye orphans, weeping o'er your father's bier, 

Now moiiwi for hitn^ whoibefct wwW »iium for yon. 
For here he lies, who knew, in tender strains, 

To pour the artless, elegiac lay, 
To lull your sorrows, and to sooth your pains, 

Here Ues the gen* WW, sytnpathefic Gray. 
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RAMSGATE CHURCH-YARD. 

Passenger pause! — permits rery tiorte to tell tbee 
that the bloom of youth, fair prospects, aud parental 
fondness cannot reverse the sentence : 
To dust ikou shak reiunu 



ON JOHN AND EDWARD TOPHAM. 

Reader, we from this monnnMnt may gather, 
John Topham was one Edward Topham's father; 
And what" 8 more strange, we ind, iifMMi this stQUCy 
That Edward Topham was John Topham's sop. 



COVENTRY, 

• . ON JOHN PYE, A FARMER. 

'*■ Hiais lies John Pyel 

.*'• i ' Oh! oh! 

Does he so ? 
^ Thcreiet liini fye, 

* IJI '^fll i. IF 11 II M I I I I II - 

bN ~ JOBSON. 

I. •• • 

Here lyev* Jo&fon, iho D-t— ^« g^dsoiv 

Who^ne'-er Imr'dthepAQr :. . 

« ^He liT*d like a hog, • . y fi. 

And dyM like »dog^ . ^. . • . /I 

AMlieCt.;iite|aJieLhBd4o«fi.i»7H^ ^. . ,C 



ON MB. MUNDAY, 

Who hanged him»df, 

1 

• 

Hallowed be the Sabaoih^ 
And farewell all worldly pelfc ; 
The weeke begins on Tuesday^ 
For Munday hath hapg'd l^npiwelfe. 

tmssssssssssssssssssseagssasasst ■ 
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ON WALTER STRONGE, 

( ... . . 

A MASON. 

Here's one that was an able workman long, 
Who divers houses built both fair and strong ; 
Tho' &tronge he was, a stronger, came than he^ 
And robb'd him both of life atid skill we see ; 
Moving an old house, a new one for to rear. 
Death met him in the way, and laid him here. 



il.i ii;i' ijuuM^ 



ON JEMMiF mW&Aj. 

'Tis odd, qnite pdd, that I should langh^ 
Wbe& I*m to write an epit^>b* 
Here lie the bones of a rakish TVmmy, 
Who was a JeweU and ViJemmg., 
He dealt in di>mpndt,^g»r&e(ig» gipgs^i 
And twice ten thsomafid pretty tbMgs ; 
Now he suppU^i^/Sf^ hide Withifm^, 
And there's as^elodQi'JmmijfJMril:. 



in 

ON MR SNOW^ 

THE* Kt)7G^ tRtllJiPfetEE. * 

Thaw every breast, melt every eve with woc^ 
Herd's dissolution by the hand of Death ! 
To dirt, to water, turn'd the fairest Snow : 
O ! the king's trumpeter has lost his breath. 



JMM*i* 



ON LADY LUCY LYTTLETON. 

By Lord Lyttleton, 

Made to engage all hearts, and charm all eyes ; 
Tho*' meek, magnanimoii& ; tho' witty, wise : 
Polite, as all her life in courts had been ;, 
Yet good as she the world had never seen. 
The noble fire of an exalted mind, 
With gentlest female tenderness combin'd : 
Her speech was ttie melodious voice of love, 
Her song, the warbling of the vernal grove ; 
Her eloquence was sweeter than her song, 
Soft as her heart, knd as her reason strong ; 
Her form eafch< beanty of her mind exprest ; 
Her mind was virtue b^ the graces drest. 
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ON A POOR INDUSTRIOUS HUSBANDMAN. 

IN youkshire. 

This humble m^miwitit m^Mko^ 

Where lies an hdoest man. 
Ye kings, whose heads are Isud as low^ 

Ri90 higher) if yc^u caiu 
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POST FUWEBA VIRTUS. 

A MONSTER, in a <taarj# of vice grown M^ 

Leaves to his gaping heir his ili-gain'd gold : 

Strait bteatlies his bust^ strait are his rirtaes shown j 

Their date cottalenchilf with iSbe sctttptut^d stone* ' 

If on this specious marbi« we reify 

Pity a worth Kke his shoifld erer die I 

If credit to his real life we give, 

Pity a wretch like him should ever live ! 



^igsteaiea ' i w w* t i 
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. . PNT KING CHARLES II. 

^ Bf iord RadkeiM, 

HcRC Res our tovereign lord the Ung^ 
• Whose word no roan relies on ; 
Who never said a foolish thing, 
Nor ever did a wise one. 

ON ONE NAMED JOHN. 

DsAtB cttne to Sohk^ 

And whisper'4 in hls^-^irf 
You ijiust die John; 

Quoth John^ to Deathy 

The news is bad : 
No'tottter, qveth D^ath^ 

• It was his custom in conversfttion to say- ** Z?*^ hear f** And if 
y Mid hedid not, John would tcpiyi '**TO no 'f^i(er,'r9e mitt," 
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ON STEPHEN RUMBOLD, 

Y Bom Feb. 1582, died March 4, 16S7. 

He Jiv'd one hundred and five 

Sanguine and strong, 
An htindred to fiye. 

You live not so long. 



A GENEROUS foe, a faithful friend,^ 
A victor bold^ here met his end. 
He conqner-d both in war and peace ; 
By death subdued, his glorias cease. 
Ask'st thou, who finished here his coarse 
With so much honour ?-«--'Twa8 a^HoBSEi. 



</ HA0IiSI«H^ SUFFOUC* 

ON MRS* ELLEN RESON. 

The charnel naiuiied4»a 0^ w 

Sets to be seen in f uner 

A matron plain domestic 

In care an4 pains continu 

Not slow, not gay, not prodig < .. 

Yet neighbour^ and hoftpit- * '^ ~ 

Her ekildreo tef^n^ jet living. 

Her mty-seTeoth y^ar luBUte did c 

To fQ0t lier body natiyr 

In hopes to rise spiritn 



n / 
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ON THOMAS WAYTE, 

Receherfor kU Majesty y in the Counties of Warwick and 

Ldcettery 1643. 

Hither no tears, bnt garlands briftg, 
To crewn this good receiver's dust ; 

Who gave account to God and King^ 
And Htcs rewarded urith the jnst ; 

So to his faith and office both gave rest. 

The King his Quittance, God Quietus est* 



■9 



ST. Edmund's, Salisbury* 

■ ( 

ON RICHARD ROOIL 



■•-i 



Who died Aprils, 1779, aged 14. 

When the arch-angels trump shall sound. 

And souls and bodies join ; 
What crowds will wish their lives below 

Had been as short as thine ! 



UPON A TALIANT PORTUaVESE SOOCOIBS., CAILED 

SIMON ANTOM. 

Scourge of Castile, here Simon Auiom 4icfe, 
Who,' while ofrve, did thousftiidi saerifiee i 
And, even dead, his ahes seem to say, 
<< Come on, come on, lu nia»;^ as Ibenr say.*' 



*. ♦ 
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ON A MKBR. 

Here lies one, -idiofoV m^dFcin^s Vanld not gire 
A little gold^ and so his life li6 lost ; 
. I fency now he'd wish again Id. live, 

Cou'd he but guess how much his funeral cost. 



CUDDESDOW, DXPORDSHnilB. 

By Db* hawTH^ Bishop of LoOdoUf 
ON HIS DAUGHTER. 

Translated from the Latin, 

Dear as thou didst in modest worth excel, 
More dear than in a daughter's name — ^farewel ! 
FareweV deaf* Mary — ^biit the hdtir B liigh, 
When, if I'm worthy, we shall meet on high : 
Thei) shall I say, triui^phan); from the tomb,. 
Come to thy father's arms, dear Mary, ■^— come ! 
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VIA LATINA, ROME. 

Traveller, be not inquisitive about my name, 
extinction, pfece of birth, or past life; consider 
(Only my present state. I am condemned to an ever- 
lasting silente, and nothing of me remains but a parcel 
of bones and ashes. I came from notMng, scsfarce 
ever existed^ was at best an insigmficaat being, and 
am now entirely destitute of existeace* Go your 
way^ in«l jio'iiotnpbraid me with tty low eMdition ; 
yours will very soon be the same. . , . 



227 

UPON MR. NONR 

Here lyos None^ one worse thaft None for ev^ 

thought, ' 
And because None of None to thee, O Christ, girt^ 

nought. 



Written zcitk (Jhalk on the Tomb-stone of an Old 
MdiDj who, a little before her death^ declared her 
age to -be btU 53, though she teas knokxm to have been 
at least 60. 

A stiff-starch'd virgin of unblemish'd fame, 
And spotless honour, Bridget Cole by name, 
At length the death of all the righteous dies, 
A^ed but three-and-fif ty — Here she Lies, 



ST. MARGARET'S, WESTM1K9TER. 

ON THOMAS CHURCHYARD, 

An old court poet, in the reign of Henry ye 
Eighth, author of a poem entitled the " Worthiness 
of Wales," and of another in praise of the first Paper 
Mill, erected in England. Wood gives a long ac- 
count of the vicissitudes of this person. 

Come, Alecto^ and lend me thy torch. 
To find a QmrdiAfard m a church porch ;- 
PoTerty and poetry this tomb doth inclose, 
T]ier«l6r0', good neighboure, be merry in prose. 
He died about tiie llifa 6f Elieabeth's reigQ, 1^0. 
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ON A GENTLEMAN, 

Whose name was Eartb. 

Stop, gentle reader, and peruse this stoncji 
.The friendly covering of my lifeless bone. 
Eorih — was I brought into the spacious world. 
And now to Mother Earth — again I'm hnrl'd. 
Being born mere Earthy — you may with justice say, 
That which was Earthy— is fairly turn'd to clay. 



ON A MAYOR OF EXETER. 

• * 
Hfre lies the body of Captain 7t/%, 

Aged a hundred and nine years fully; 

And threescore years before, as mayor, 

The sword of this city he did bear* 

Nine of his wives do by him lie. 

So shall the tenth when she doth die. 



■*****■*—— I". 



^ON DR. FULLER, 
Here lies Fuikr^s earth. 



ON ANNE CARTER. 

A collar-makxr's Wife» 

Here KclsAnnef Carter, 
Wife of John Carter ; ' ' '^ 
Who slipt her neck out of the cbWaV*}^ 
Mensis Mali 6, Aftno 17^. ' ^ ' 
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^j > i^wi(;h, 1641* 

ON JOE WARNER. 

I, Warner once was to myself, 
Both IWing, dying, dead, I was ; 
Now Warning am to thee : 
See then thou warned be. 



tts±j 



IN WALES. 

HsEB lies Imagination's fool : 
Ye that know me pity me, 
. Xe .that, know me not, I congratulate. 
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ON MR. EDMOND PURDON, 

An Jht^haK, By GoUfmith. ■ 

"Here lies poor Ned Fwpdsm^ from misery freed, 
Who long was a bookseller's hack. 

He led such a damnable Hfer inr this world, 
I don't think he'll ever come back. 

^ ON JOHN CRUKERj . " 

I 

A bellowsmMAker, at oxford. 

Here lyeth John Cruksr^a maker of bellows, 
A crafts-master, and i^ king of good fellows : 
Yet wb^n hetcamc to the hour of his death. 
He that ma4G -tieUawp; caoid bot make breath* 
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ON JOHN TREFFRT, ESQ. 

V 

Here in this chancel do I ly, 

Know,a by the nM»e of JoiiN Tqerfrt ; 
Being made and horn for to dye, 

So must thoU) friend, as well as I : 
Therefore good works be snrejto try^ 

But chiefly love and char^y, 
And still on them with ikith rely, 

So be happy eternally. 

Soli Deo gloria. 

T%e above was put up during the t^fe-time oflhii 
Mr, TVeffn/j who appears to have been a very whim* 
sical man. He had his grave dkg^ and lay down and 
swore in it^ to shew the sexton a novelty^ he saidy 
man swearing in his own grave. 
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ON MRS. FORD. 

Here lies the wife of Maister Fbri^ 
I hope her soul is with the Lord ; 
But if for Hell she's chang'd this life^ 
•Tis better so — than John Ford^s wife. 



ON A JOCKEY, AT NEWMARKET. 

BEMSAm ihe green sod, iti tfai& spurt^icfting piM% 
A jockey lies snug who has nm a good race ;" 
Till his wind being goncy and by deirth 'hdng'oroitiy 
At laat he"! €oiie in the wrong side 4(fthe fAsL- 
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/ H^CIKNf^T CHUECH^TARD. 

QN SIR PENRY ROWE, 

Lord Mayor erf LondoUy who died in 16 IS. 

Heer Under Find of Adams First Defection, 
Rests In The Hope of Happie Resurrection, 
Sir Hency Rowe, Sonne of Sir Thos. Rowe, 
And of Dame Mary, His Deer Yoak Fellowe; 
Knight i& Right Worthy (as His Father Lafe) 
Lord Mator of London, With His Vertuous Mate 
Dame Susanne, (His Twice Fifteen Yeers & Seaven) 
Their Issue Five Surviving of Eleaven) 
Fower Named Heer \ In Theis Fower Names Fore 

Past, 
The Fifth Is Found, If Echo Sound The Last ; 
Sad Orphans All, But Most Their Heire Most Debtor, 
Who Built Them This, But In His Heart a Better. 

His ancestors were severally Lord Mayors of 
London, Sir Thomas in 1568— Sir William in 159^— 
and' Sir Henry, the subject of the preceding lines, 
in 1607. ' 



ON THE DEATH OV 

STEPHEN REMNANT, ESQ. 

Of fVoolmch, 

Here's a Remnant of lifCj and a Remnant of death, 
Taken ;off ti^th nX opei^ i^ a Remnai^t of |)feath. - • 
To mort^JiJ^jr this gloves a ha^py release. 
For ]ej)|^ w$^f tiiQ Remn(^ity proyq^ i^pw the zcJIqI^ 



ON MR. HUMPHREY LEVINS, 

fVho died ti» 1682, and on ku Son^ aged fourieen^ 
both buried in the same grace. 

Which sludl we weep ? Both merit tears;, yet jq^re 
Tears are buA vain where bliss is so secure* 
Which shall we praise ? Our eulogj can't acid; . i 
Unto the bles3'd, who God's kind euge had* . 



Our dnty's bat to imitate and admire 
This happy pair of the celestial choir* 






ON JOAN TRUEMAN, 
Who had an itsue, in her kg* 



t' 
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Here lyes crafty Joan^ deny it who can^ 
Who liT'd a false maid, and dy*d a TVueman ; 
And this trick she had to make up her cunning^ 
Whilst one leg stood still, the other was running;. 



ON D' ABL ANCOURT, 

' The French Translator. 



H«n^ UfiB D'Abi,4ncou&t I that renowned sagei^ 
Who^e genina) like a torch, iUum'd his <9ge» 
By jjm, an Frenqh, a4;tire, eadi clasisiic shone ;; • 
He made all 4fkem^ a^ ail B^ov^ qor o.wQf 
*Tis hai}d ta say— -when, hps gc<)at spirit 4cjJ» ; 
Who Ici^t the m»9^i3By^\ifmf^rr9J^. ^^^^vid ^ n ^ 
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^ the memory ^qf that wmeni dermaU to the dt^^ 
Tvith his pefij in divers employments^ espedaUy the 
Surveg of London, 

MASTER ANTHONY MUNDAY, 

CITIZEN AND DRAPER OF LONDON. 

"^ Hs that hath many an ancient tombstone rcad^ 
Th' labonr seeming more among the dead 
To lite, than with the living — that snrvejr'd 

' Abstruse antiquities, and o'er them laid 
Such viye and beauteous colours with his pefi ; 

. That, spite of time, those old are new again. 
Under this marble lies interred ; his tomb 
Claiming (as worthily it may) this room. 
Among those many monuments his quill 
Has so revived, helping now to fill 
A place (with those) in his survey, in which 
He has a monument, more fair, more rich 
Than pollsh'd stones could make )iim, where ke 

lies, . ! 

Though dead^ stilt livingj and in that ne^er dies* 



ON JOVIANUS PONTANUS, 

IVhodiedin 1505.' 

When living- I prepared this house to rest in 
after desith. 1 beseech thee injure not him, who 
never injured any. I am Jomanus Pontanusy whom 
honest meii loved, and kings audioes esteemed. •^- 
You know' who I am, or raHier* who I Mms i but f, 
good sth^geV, camntat kno^ thee in^ this darkness : 
pray hesteny th^%ay^-stkno# thyself.' Pareweil. 
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tn the SiMerrmemn Chapel^ in ihe Chunk o/ Si J 

Maria Scala CecH^ Rome^ is a LaHn hacrijUiony tn 

English thus : 
* 

^' HsR£ rest the bodies o{ St. ^«o, and his tureWe 
thousand two hundred soldiers/' 

These are the twelve thousand two hundred 
Christians (precisely) who remained of the fotty 
thousand that had been employed for the space of 
seven years, in building Diodesian^s baths ; and who, 
after the finishing of that immense worl^, received no 
other recompence for their toil and laboujr th9.n acaruel 
death ^ which they suffered hy the ty r^t's order^ 
on the same spot where this church noiv stands. 



FERRARA CATME01KAL. 

ON GYRALDUS LILIUS. 

JPassenger, what do you stop at ? You s^ here 
the tomb of GyraJdus Lilius, who experienced both 
page«.of Fprtvne's bqo^^i but profited only by the 
Worst, by the help of ApoUo^ making no use of the 
other. More to know concerns neither him nor 
thee : be gone about your business. Erected by 
Ulius Gregorim Gi^raldus^ mindful of Mortality, in 
the year of our Lord 1550, and of his age 72* 

ON VOSSIUS. 

On this tomb weep Piety and Virtiie; on this 
tomb Learning is grown marble with g^ef. Eavioas 
Death sm^es ; and so does> Vo9siii^ wIlo haB oool- 
q\«ered Death by hi»:p!»n and hi% «it« ^ / .. .1 v 
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ON A, FEMALE DRUNK ARl>. ^ 

Ahrested by death, 

Lies a female beneath, 
Who, when living, ne'er flinched from her glass; 

And at the last day, 

The first words she will say 
Are, drink my boys ! let the toast pass* 

Nay, weep not my friend, » 

hameni not her end. 
Soon or late we all come to it mast ^ 

Let malice and spleen, 

Mourn alone o'er their queen^ 
For here she lies mould'ring to dust. 



ON JENKIN DASHES, 

Utttx lies the toWiet Jenkin Ba^hes^ 

By whom death nothing gatnM, he swore ) 

For liTing he was dnst and ashes, 
And dead he was no m6re. 
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IN A CHUR€H.YAaD IN WILTSHIRE. 

Beneath this stemne lies our dear child, who's goii^ 

• • frem We, 
For efermore, unto Eternity ; 
WheraUado hope^ that Weahallgo toSOf . t 
But Him can ne^w got Uacik again itpWe* ^ 
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mSTMIHSTEA AB0CT. 

ON MR. GRAY. 

By Mr. Mason, 

No more the Grecian Muse anriTall'd reigns. 
To Britain let the nations homage pay ! 

She boasts » Homer's fire in Milton's strains, 
A Pii^dar's rapture in the lyre of Gray. 



LINES ON THE SAME. 

'Tis done, 'tis done — the iron hand of pain, 
With ruthless fury and corrosive force, 

Racks ev'ry jpint, and seizes erery vein ; 
He sinks, he groans, he falls a lifeless corse. 

Thus fades the flow'r, hipp'd by the frozen gale^ 
Tho' once so sweet, so lovely to the eye ; 

Thus the tall oaks, when l^oist'rous storms assail. 
Torn from the earth, a mighty ruin lie. 

Ye sacred sisters of the plaintive verse. 

Now let die stream of fond affection flow ; 
O pay your tribute o'er the slow-drawn hearse, 
. With mi the' manly dignity of woe. 

' Oft when the curfew totts tts parting knell. 

With solemn pause yon church-yard's gloom 
survey, 
Wliile MNTow's sighs, and teara t»f pity tdl^ 
How dearest ^rienj^ on tevei]^ siile doeajr*# « ' 
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ON MRS. CLARKE, OF EPSOM, 

WHO DIED APRIL 27, 1767. 

, By Gray. 

Lo ! where this nient marble weeps,^ ' 

A friend, a wife, a motiier sleepfii : 

A heart, witbiQ whose sacred cell,' 

The peaceful virtues loT*d to dwelK 

Affec^on warm, and Faith sitteere, 

And soft Humanity were there. 

In agony, in death resigned, 

She felt the wound she left behind* 

Her infant image here below 

Sits smiling on a father's woe: . 

Whom what awaits, while yeit he strays 

Along the lonely vale of days ? 

A pang, to secret sorrow dear ; 

A sigh ; an unarailing tear ; 

Till time shall evVy grief remove, 

With life, with memory, and with loy0« 



^ ON THE EARL OF KILDARE: 

Who kill'd Kildare ^ Who dar'd KUdarc to kill ? 
Death kiird KUdare^ who dar^,kUl ^omrtie will. 
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ON WILLIAM SAVILLE. 

No 4iptta|lk need make the jast man luB'df 
The food are prais'd when they are only nam'd. 
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CROYDON, SURRY. 

ON MR. WILLIAM BURNET. 

To-day he's drest in gold or silver bright, 
Wrapp'd in a shroud before to-morrow night; 
To-day he's feasting on delicious food. 
To-morrow nought he eats can do him good ; 
To day he's nice, and scorns to feed on crumbs, 
In a few days himself sr a dish for worms ; 
To-day he's honour'd and in great esteem, 
To-morrow not a beggar values him ; 
To-day he rises from a velvet bed, 
To-morrow he's in one that's made of lead ; 
To-day his house, tho' large, he thinks too small, 
To-morrow can CQmmand no'honse at al!; 
To-day has twenty servants at his gatej 
To-morrow scarcely one ivill d^ign to wadt; 
To day perfnm'd, and sweet as is the rose, 
To-morrow stinks in every body's nose ; 
To-day he's grand, majestic, all delight ; 
Ghastly and pale before to-morrow n^ht : 
Now that you've wrote, and said whate'er you can, 
This is the best that you can say of man* 



K^ 



• ST. STEPHENS, COLEMAN-STREET. 

Our life is all but death ; time that ensueth. 

Is but tl^c death of time, that went before: 
Youth is' the death of childhood ; age, of youth. 

Die once to God ; and thep thoa diek ao 9^9i«« 
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ON MRS. BOWES. 

# 

By Lady Mary Worthy Montague, 

Hail, happy bride! for thou art truly bles&'d; 

Three months of rapture crown'd with endless rest; 

Merit like yours was heaven's .peculiar care^ ^ 

You lov'd — yet tasted happiness sincere : 

To you the sweets of love were only shown , 

The sure succeeding bitter dr^gs unknown. 

You had not yet the fatal change deplor'd, 

The tender lover for th' hnperious lord ; 

Nor felt the pains that jealous fondness brings^ 

Nor wept that coldness from possession springs. 

Above your sex distinguish'd in your fate. 

You trusted — yet experienc'd no deceit. 

Soft were your hours, and wing'd with pleasure, fl»w: 

No vain repentance gave a sigh to you ; 

And if superior bliss heav'n can bestow, 

With fellow-angels you enjoy it bow. 



OAKINGHAK. 

ON EDWARD COTTON, Es«i. 

Who died 28th Dec, 161)2. 

This Worthy name of Squire Cotton 
Can never dye, although his bones ly rotten ; 
Eased from all paines, removed far from strife, 
A tender hiisbiind to his loving wife, 
Sleeps near this, place : he past thro' life to death. 
And won the race, although he lost his breath : 
Hee'th pay'd tfie debt which once we must pay al!^ 
His vlHues live, though after*s funeral. 
His surviving relict, for a good' intent, 
Hath caus^ to be raised this monument, 
Vivit post funera virtus. 
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HARBORN, NEAR BIRMINGHAM* 

ON THOMAS BIRCH, 

Who died March 10, 1795. 

AND SARAH HIS WIFE, 

Who died Nov, 6, 1801. 

A GOOD husband and father too, 

Such a one as the world scarce eVer knew, 

What God to Adam did testify, 

He nf^as resolved his children should come nigh. 

For pride and pleasure he did not allow, > . .\ 

But made them get their bread by tiie sweat of thci^' 

brow : '^ 

A good wife, and mother, and neighbour too. 
Such a one as the world scarce ever knew. \ 

^s^reabieK couple coyld not be, \ 

Whatever pleased he^ always pleased she; 
Every thing a good wife, and mother, and neighbottr 

should be. 



<5n JOHN TROTT, A BAILIFF. 

Here lies John Trott^ by trade a bum; 
When he dy'd, the devil cry*(l, 
Come, J<^n, come. 
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ON A STAYMAKER. 

Alite, unnumbered stays he made, 

(He work'd industrious night aiul day ;) 

E'en dead he still pursues his trade, , y ^ 
For here his bones wiU make a sUfgf. 
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" H. 

Here fast asleep upon his back, , ,....•... H 

Halifax, the Eari of— by A. Phillips, 9 

tiarington, Mrs, Isabella, mother of the translator of 

Orlando Furioso, ....,..,9........ ».••« 7 

Heiie lies a round woman--oby Dean Swift, 13 

lle're lies little -^-j-^, a yard deep or more, 18 

fiere rests his head upon the lap of earth, flB 

Here lies J. H. in expectation of the day of judgment, 1W 

Had cruel death, whose harvest is each hour, 48 

Here lieth old Beck, who sold fruit at (he cross, 4ft 

Here lyes a babe, that only cry'd, ..., ,. 4T 

Happy Pair, on a, ...... ..i \ .'. ^ 

Hill, Dr. Otwcll— Lincoln Cathedral, 51 

Howard, Mr.--St. Paul's Cathedral, ./. 9^ 

Hodre, Frances— In the woods of Denham, ^8 

Hawkesworth, Mrs, — ^By her husband, „ 4 i,ii*v^ Ok 
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Hobbes, Thomas— 'Gloucester Cathedral, .....-.« 9^ 

How' awful is the scene while here I tread, 71 

Here Ijeth one of Abel's race — AbergaTenriy,--..«;,'.,?M, - 7$ 

Hide, Edward — Storrington, Sussex, .•«......«....:... 7^ 

Hogarth, William — by Garrick, ...»••• 80 

Hoare, Henry, Esq.-^tourhead — by Hayley, *., .9^ 

Humphrey, Thomas, and his wife — Barking, Essex, .... -9^ 
His last debt is paid — poor Tom's no more, .^•...«.,.«,«.'; tQ^ 

Here lies W. W iO& 

Here lies the man whose horse did gaine, «....« 10^ 

HobsoD, the Cambridge carrier, .i.... Ill, llSr 

Here rests a man, who ne'er could rest in life, ,....* ISt. 

Humphreys, Katherine Pryce, « 12^ 

*Here lyes a man who in his life, ib;. 

Htc jacet ill^, qui centies & miile^ ^^ t^ 

Hel*e are the remains of R. A. B >......^» 180, 

Huntingdon, Robert, of Stanton Harcourt,and hia son, 13^ 
Holt, Christopher-— Ailhatlows, Stainhig, London, .^.«.. IS^t 

Hebe lyeth Menalcas, as dead as a logge, .*...^ 15t 

Hehry, Prince-<-Son of James the First, ....^J^ 160; 

Here rests a form, once like a man's (on a tailor)...^.;. 16^^^ 

Here lies my poor wife, without bed or blanket, ', 164. 

Here lyes, the Lord have mercy upon her, 174 

Henry the Third, «... .....,..\: ....;. tT9\ 

H^re lies an old soldier, whom all must applaud, «. 17d{ 

Hewet, Rich, ^ IW 

Honest, industrious, without guile or art, .".... ^, ib. 

Here fyes M. F. the sonne of a beare^ward, 181 

Here early freed from sublunary care Ifi^r 

Hark ! from the tombs a doleful sound, ,...^. 189^ 

Hudibrasy ou — by Butler, ,.... , ig<^ 

Here lies a youth (ah w^eretbre breathless lies I) Idjb 

Here lies a poet, — where'i» the great surprise? $08- 

Here lies our little baby; Nana/^ ^,, ,.. ib-.P 

Hall, Mrs. Catherine, of Crutched Friars, 509v 

Hiunmon, Thomas — Parish clcrk of Ashford, Kent, .... 210^ 

How might his days end that made weeks ? .(on a tal- . ..- 1- 

low chandler,.., y... ;......^.,......-».., ibi^ 

H§ died. of a quiosy^ ......•,*..,„. .»^VT*:'****"'*******^**f'*»****-'^^^ 



teldebfoad, old John^— Dnod^, ., m ••••• SlSf 

Here rests a wearied j^outh, by death reliev'd, 214 

Hferc l^es a Sceptic, long in doulit, :.^:',„.y.[..tS'9tf 

Hcrvey, Rev. James^— Weston Favefl, near IN orth'^m Jp ' 

tort, ;...., «1# 

Sere lies one, who for medicines would not give, ' ^t%^ 

Here lies imagmation's fool, ..^ , .....^..^ 999 

h I 

I was as yee be, now in dust and clay, ^,.«.^.....^.»»..<; ^^ 

In dawn of life she wisely sought her God, ,....!.... "23 

If ever parent, ever child was dear, .^.......^ ....f^.... 41 

Jones, Elizabeth — Lanorth church, ......!,...!...'... '44 

Johnson, Shadrach, who kept the Wheat-Sheaf 5it, Bed-' " .; 

ford, ..; ....: .....,..,.:..v.v.;;v^';:'o* 

-Inglott, William — Norwich Cathedral, ....M..........V...i* ^4 

Jervoise, ISJiss Katherine, .- ....*........ ..^...'.. ...'.. 140 

Jamesj John, the old cook of Newby, .«.. ......I.,.;.,*. 14{> 

Juggler, on one, ^..>...;... *..^...^ ....'.,'«. ...1 15ii 

In vain our tears, lamented maid, are shed, !..<',.i. 155 

Inn-keeper, on a country, ;,..'..'... 16S 

Jaijnes, KJne, .....i^ ^.^.^ 173 

Jernegan, 8ir, an ancient knight, ^ 179 

Jf fond of what is rare, attenl— by Ybimg, «.....^. ........ life 

I dreamt that, bury'd in my fellow claiy,^.... sfli 

Infant, on one — ^l^rchinton ch\irch-yard, Kent, ...1 SftO 

Jfobson, of Bath, : 2#) 

Jewell, Jemmy, ...:.. ,. ^fl 

^ John, op ope named; ..' i .^.,...*.... 2!^ 

ICnolles, th6raas;0nd hii 'wife and son— St. Anthori^^X : '^ 

London, ....,.'.,.„.... ".: 123 

Kennedy, Mrs. late of CoveiU-Oardeii theatre, :.'. itx 

Knapton J bhn— Cathedral church of l^orwicli, ..'../.... . i48 
iyngestone, Lady M$ryr-^St, Mary, Lovv Laytori,' ' ....: 1*4 
Keil, Dr. the astfonomeri^bvCriri^tbpherPitt, .f./.ii.li«W2 

Kitte,Bishop^St6pnejrcWirdhi".V.i;.;....!.... ...':. J ».U' '1*7 

' Kemp, Thomas, hanged Ydi*6hcep*yt^lttg,:..v.'.U.:j:ii!i '1*0 
Kildare, i^l of; .;..:;....;.;:;^.4i.;;v.l.i;...^v;../.;:.;.;ii..y.ai^*87 
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l^r^es, Robert— Beverly JVIinster, ^^^,^,p,^i, . ■ 4&^ 

Lamb#, William — St. EaitKs, underSt, Pauk's,,,^..,., .^ 
X^Pfcester, Lattice countess of— St. Mary's, Warwi«k» 60 

2^es, William, a musician, .„...^^.,^^ .,.^.*.,**. , . 76 

{^i^kirigton, Mrs. — Mertoo, Surry,. ^^^m,^. .t2fi 

Locksmith, a Puritanical one, ^ 133 

Leslie, the Honourable Lieutenant-General, ib. 

liowth, Dr. Bishop of Loudon, 140 

Loder,'Ilobert — Marston, Oxfordshire; », 15|. 

lip ! here does lazy Lawrence lie, , 1S5 

Xyster, Thomas, Esq.— St. Chad's, Shrewsbury, ......... ib. 

Look^^mau, before thee^ how thy death hasteth^. i5t 

JUimhe, William, , 18S 

Lyttletons, Sir Edward, .,, „ „ ^, $0(^ 

Jl^ely in death, so on the verdant plain, .^ SIK' 

Ijyitleton, Lady Lucy — by Lord Lyttleton, ...........i.... 222 

Luiwtb, Bishop, on his daughter — Cuddesden, Oxon^ .. 226 

Xevins, Humphrey — All-hallows, Bread Street, ...» 23^ 

Xi^us.Giraldus — Ferrara cathedral, ,, 2SA 

M. 

* . * * * » " ' ' • 

Mpreton, Sir Albertus, and his lady, .*^.«.,..,...*^....>..^^^ . 4 
•JVtills, John, the huntsmd,n^ ..^........t..„.«..«.«u..«f«.».Trtf»>'t ,• 7 

jyiilne, John— :old Grey Friers, EdinbiJ^rgbj .,\,,.....m..v ^ 

blasters, Robin, an undertaker, •..f*,,.^^..,^.. ...... , ^2 

Macklin, the player — by Pope, ..^ .'...,,!f,.^...^.. 80 

.Maria Martinozzi, Princess de Coritir— $t^0^pev^ve, , • 

Paris, .....4..... 1... ..V.r. ' S^ 

Maddox, Mr. a dancing master, and his wife 40 

Myon^t, J<osepb. An^Qny-:-\yinchcpijabe> (Jlqueest^r- > 

/ '*' shire, ^ ; m-'>m«v<- ^^ 

: Martyr, Sf. Peier> an in(]^uit$itpr in {i)mb^rdy,.^ ,^^ 43 

:. Moore, Johq, and Aim his lyifp— Worcester cathedral, 47. 

;J^fiser, on J^^-Reader bewj^re.iiinmodffate foye of pel^l qS. 

; J^athicj EliwAonr^High WycQpabe, Bjupks^ .^.^...^.r... f3 

rMurray, James — Ofd Grey Frjers, X^inbijrgh, ,;^. ........ 88 

rj^oliere, the great di^fktiOi.pQet,; ,.,.,,.'.^...^,..;,..y;!,..„^ ^ 
.^artiny,Hcnry^ ojieof tbejegicides of Charles {• v«»#^, . Vf 
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Moore, Robert — ^Dandalk, Ireland, ......;:.•..;/.:* '^9B 

Mole, John, who died at Worcester, r..........i,./ KW 

Mkisoo, the Rev. William— Precentor of Yorli, .'..».. Iftf 1 

Mon^r, Thomaa— Amwelly Herts, ,.^ , ^U. 14$ 

Manifold, Margaret — Cauldon chorch, Scatifordshire, ..-«154 

Mftcdpuald, Siisau— who died at Lisbon, 15^ 

Miiier, Lady — Bath cathedral, ^.. 180. 

Marlhro', Duke of-«-by Dr. Evans, of Oxford, 196 

Mandervilie, John, Knight^-^-St. Albans, ib» 

Monday, Mr. who. hanged himself, ,, ,...., 9%%' 

Monday, Master Anthony, Citizen of London, w..«< 79$ 

N. 

Newbery, Master-*— by Smart, ......^...^ Itf . 

Natural Philosouhers, on a pair of — by Prior, ^* 34 ' 

Not far remote lies a lamented fair,... gi... 4. ..;... €T 

Newton, Sir Isaac — Westminster Abbey, ;. 8d,. BT- 

^ Nares, Sir George, one of the Judges of the Court of ( 

Common P&as, ^ •'**•«• 1^ - 

Nfttp*d by the chilling hand of death, .....^. ...;.... 147 

NicKS, Thomas^ .«..< ..*\ .4 «. 155 

Nott, Mrs. — ^not a miud, , » ; .".,. Si2 

Nose, Mr.— Windham, Noriblk, ....».,.,.^.,t S37 ' 

^^ 

Oa one who would not be buried in Westminster 

Abbey — by Pope, ...,...♦....„.„ *^.m * 21 

O r^e King! What are you there? \ 32 

O <er the proud tomb let martial banners wave, 70 

O, that the dead.miglit speak, and in a strain, ........... 85 

Otho, entombM within this glebe so hallow'd, .,.. 1^ 

Orerbury, Sir Thomas — written by himself...... 201 

Ofir life is all but death, time that ensueth, ^ 238 

P. 

Pawson, Mary— St. Margaret's, ..^...^...... ...... ......; & 

Pajmpr, Esq.— Snotbland, ^. ., ib. 

Peter, Randolph, of Oriel, the eater, ».^.........^...*.... IS. 

Cttts^tbe-^Blandfordy Dorse|^ >,^ir..^.»M.....,k».«..«k..^«.».:' 1^ 



3jS? 

SlhM^tymap, Ktithepine — §*:. Benhet's^ London, ;.;...,;;.»,. S$' 
Ftaina, Hoderigo Nancy .de-^-St. Maria N ueva, Naples, SflT 

Brypne, Williatnr-^tiy Butler, >,. ,...'„ [„ ib, 

Pruile, Colonel WilUain — Canterbury cathedral, 2i>' 

PMlps, Riclwrd— Stv Edmund's, Sarura, , s4 

Pa99erat, an elegant Frencb writer of epitaphs, 4^' 

Preston, Robert, the drawer at the >BoarV Head, .....'... 51'^ 

War, ...., , 74, 7S^ 

fsn^ison, Susan — Hadleigh church, Suffolk, ,..;... lod. 

Pplwhele, Mrs 11^ 

PtUcgell, Henry -Westminster Abbey, lad*" 

Preene, Richard A — from Camden, .,„'. 124 

Peniston, Thomas — Cathedral Rochester, 12Q ' 

I^tker, Archbishop of Canterbury, ....,..., *..' ,. 14ft* 

Pbdebus I teii all the hours, and all as right, 14d 

PtijBce, Thomas, .., ,.... 154 ' 

PaHexfeh, Sir Henry, 177^ 

Philosophical epitaph on. W. C. ,...* « « 182* 

Pfiirfyman,John-^Grantl]iara church-yard, 185 

Pftftiell, Right Honourable Sir John, 19^ ' 

Pectygrew, John, Minister at Givan, near Glasgoor, .... !20^ ' 

P&nents and friends weep not for me, „k,/*. ......^....«.' 213^ ' 

Passenger, pause ! permit a very stone to tell you, ^.. 220''! 

Pye,^ohn, a farmer, at Coventry, ib. 

Purdon, Edmond — by Goldsmith, 229 

Pontanus, jQvian'us, t.t..t.T ...;.... 2S$ 

, R, ' , . -. 

Rogers, Mr, Junr,— by Dryden, , — ^ $ 

Richard the Third, buried at Leicester, 11 

Reader, stay; and if I had no^ore to say, < 15 

Rogue, on a great (a parody on Gray) ;. S6 

Roe, Sir John— by Ben Jonson, 38 

Randal, John, a great drinker of ale, ^2 

Robin Hood, the famous outlaw and robber, 82 

Rai)inson, Mrs. the Perdita, .'.*,........... .".C... 9^ ' 

Rogers, Robert — ^Time's triumph over his death, .....1^ ll4 

Richardson — the celebrated novelist, .^ ; 12$ 

SLsd«ighySir WfUur-rby himself i Ut ' 
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-libader ! maHt Welt % stcc^sfti-^oti l« s^^mf4iSt^qrr':ifil 

Richmond and Lenox, Dake oF, ....:. .i;:.T.i'».>v/-^*i^CVi'«^ 

*fQeader ! lei otb^r tomb<»6tones:i>'er' this j>l6in,;/..4i'.a.^5ft^ 

'>Bbb*rtsoii, Dr. WilHam, ., .........;i/i..Lb.<''3i4S 

^ IQbniember mnn, whoever thou «rC, .,:,.:.......v.;.i.»//.'J''iSS 

f Itomsden, Mr<^of Halifax, ..,.*............, .....,..,;,:..:;; fSS 

^Robiii-^ late huntsman to the I^icest'er fanntj .'..•^^^..^v^^'^dS 

r Header ! survey this muounientar pile, .V...rV..'. '^69 

''Kviere, the Abbe de la, .' ...I....y.'.'..^-l63 

TB^chelieu, Cardinal, ......... v.. .^'. .*..<... ;......';.v..«^,^^l 

' Rumbold, Stephen— Brightw el I, Oxon,. .'.».. .\JLjS:;'^^ 

^ Reson, Ellen— Hwllelgh, Saffolk, ...;.., '..:,. I. *;j.ui\i:>5a). 

^Rook, Richard— St. Edmund's, Sall9buryj...!...;.;.'/«.i.;^yJr'!^^ 
»Rowe, Sir Henry-T^Hackney church-yard, ....v.i.L.i^^rVjJ:^^!, 

'Renmaot, Stephen^-*of Woolwich, ...v»''*<«<*v*****''***«^^^'-''^^ 

» ■ o '' '■ -i' .pr.jjrff.oriH 

^Silo, Prince, church of San SaWkdor, bviedo^ ...i.i.**i^atp^(it 
x'^S. P. — supposed Sal Pavey— - a Young RoacMI^«iAQa«el^(f^ 

Elizabeth's reign, .....^ ;...; ,y.*...v..l.,/r;^-ii8$ 

'Savage, Richard— -uie unfortunate poet,....v.....>l/...w'Jj«..;^4 

Sidney, Sir Philip— >St. Punrs cathedra!, ^..^*.r..^; «^^ 

Slr-^tf-rd, I^.— a fet physician, ,'...... .'...a.nJUv '^8 

Bt9<^» Mr. — AUhaltows, Bread Street, ;.'^...u*i-. i<^ 

'5adleir, Riciiard-^Rennesley, Herts, /,'...v..vu^ '^t 

Shaughsware, Hadgi— St. fik>to1ph^ Bisbbpsgate,V...//.v '^ 
SteeveaS) George, Esq. commentator on Shaksjiearcv . '"hS 

iScots, Mary Queen of — Westminster Abbey, 56 

Stay, batchelor, if you have wit, 61 

Smollett, Dr. — near Dumbarton, in the litghlands 4^ ''^ 

Scotlatid, ..^......^v..-.. v.. rr4> ^€9 

3traflfbrd, Ear! of^by John Cleveland, *.l,. l67 

3tr«nger« should'st thou approach this avirfiir shrine, ;.*'1Y2 
Sleep oni thou fair, and wait th* Almighty's wfl^ ..>.:...* '"79 

gtern, Michael John — Islington, .....^...^'.uu'TsB 

Soldiers, on two of the Rants Milkia^ ...: t..^;*.*;-.^' 1^5 

Stay, traveller, stay, and peruse a sad story, ....;.uwJ!^n gs 

* 'IShort was'thy lif<6, yet livest thou ever, .t.-kV*^./.. 99 

^ ^Smyth^ HeAry^^eOmlitonty cfiJIH4>^g^y% «^^^^>tt^(N> 
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^'8iliraj9g^» J.o))n— Bide ford church, Devon, .*..i.*i.ju.. tf96 

vtgbsek not .to ^e%rB_ wko nudetneuh doth li^, v,i,„ ^. t/tf 

;{^wart, ^n, — How sleeps the wife who fiinkB to r€s^ 1X9 
rjgl^rew, upon a notorious ooei-<-by her husbaad, u....,m. If 3 
;.i8#uth, Edmund— fin eminent danciog muster/ <...r..*k»«k. ISO 

fi8candella, I>f,— of New York, v... liT 

^^inithe, Robert — Braocaatep* ^ « H9 

sSlanley, Miss — by Thomson, ,........« ffS 

/^arges-^a miser, ., , •,*^.^ .>. tt7 

t» OOtitu^ JHrs^ lifliza, •.»•..../..*.» •••••t***«*<«t***«>*«*'*«. •••«•*••» x49 

ifitephen, Little — a noted fiddler in Suffolk, tSO 

. 6tone« Mjr.— Jerusalem curse, «•..,.«« v.**.4*^«*. •..;.%»« i tSi 

xgfccrlQck.Dr, i.,...,,, •.....^.,.. ^.u iil 

:$troDg> Thomas, Esq. .......%..%..*.•. »..%....«>«4^ ib. 

^henstone, the poet — Hale&Owen church, 164 

Servant, on an old — who was deaf and dumb, ;... 178 

.^ Sweden, Gustavus Kin^of •^>m'.....a , w...*.. If4 

SpenMl^i Edmond-r-the poet^ «...« -....«.....»...o».,.. J?6 

< Straw, Jacobus — a lawyer, .......,..,....»> «,..t....*..w..... 180 

'. isanos, iiiir* ..^••..•^••'.■••«k«»«ai>**«*..k<.»**a...««»*^***«< '••*.••.••••.•..•• ioa 

• Smith, Samuel — ordinary of Newgate, ».,....<.i....r. iOS 

'> Southern, Thomas — the drstmaticpoec,....^...'......*. MS 

: Strange, Mr,— rHere <li^ one Straafj^e, ...v^.^....^ ^., 914 

jJStronge, Walter— -a masoti, .«.k^«.*..fc..««..M.««.«..:...fr.. ,'.«»«• -ittl 
':.SAow9Mr;-^the King's trumpftei^., ^^i ^...^ !2S2 

T-'/ • . - 

Tioue i^fi^ latood as thoi^ d()9t now, .„^... ..^.w... - 5 

: ryrhis humble grave, tho* no proud structures gr«ce^...« II 

\ . JTayl.er, Simon, Esq.-rReceiveir^Oeaeral for Norfolk, .. -13 

\Trig^e, Jol^n-^Curaberl^, *.., .,, 45 

^ -.Tirwbit, :Sitij5abeth— Bigby, Lincoln, ^,..„ „...,. 46 

<: rTmppis, Robert, Goldsmjth-^St, Leonard, Foster Lane, 64 

i v'Thpmas^ John— Uanmyneplij MuntnomeryahiFe, 80 

j;*7Tlietcher, Thomas, a g^enadier-^Cathedraly Winches- 



fro 

^ottlpsotl, Alexftndef — ^Lauder church-yarcl, ^^o^ ••' 

laud, .4 4 *,i i ,.,.., !m.^*«. 151 

frhe happy soul hath left its fair abode, ..',.,' S6i 

"^Tis fiot the tomb in marble polishM high, J,.. 158 

IrVadesman^ on an industrious one — Margate, i... i6a 

^fhis modest stdne, Wrhat few vain marbles can, .....*.,. 171 

The image of our frailty painted glasse, .i..../. *.<«. 17j| 

*rhese lines with golden letters I have filled, i... ...... .'..-. 17^ 

Thornton, Bonnet, Esq. .»»... .....^ ,;...;*..,.../.......... ViH; 

Thicknesse, Miss— St. Catherine's Hermitage, near 

Bath, .n ......: i9)t 

Tisscy, John*- a great punster, * t, < 197 

I'he grave is a reining pot, i.i ...^..,.4..,,..,*. .4. 217 

Taylor, John, the Water Poet, '. .,*...* fe 

Topham, John and Edward, ,« <../. ^^. 

This humble monument will shew, ,.t 4..t,„,,i *.. ^39 

Traveller, be not inquisitive about my name, ..« ^^6 

Trfeffry, John, Esq , 2S0 

Triieman, Joan, ♦ 83« 

iVbtt, John, a Bailiff, **..» « ^....* 246 

UniharkM by trophies of the great and vain, .,.». 2^ 

Under this stone do lie six children small, ,...,.... 4^. 

Unpierc'd by any dart but death, ..».* i 70 

tJsurer, on one — Here lies ten in the hundredy 157 

tJndemeath here, lies my sister dear, ,^ 209. 

Underwood, John, .«. »......«..4m.. 318 

- *. ' . * 

\ranburghx Sir yphn, the Architect, ^. „.,^..., ^3 

Veary, John — High Wycombe, Bucks, 71 

Voltaire, 117 

Vossius, 234 

. >. ■ 

W* 

William the Tbird^hy Dr. Watts, «' 

WKy start? Xhe- case is yours, or will beaoon, .v.: ' 10 

What beauty would have lovely styl'd, 15 



Wbul^st ^ou hear what man can say— rbrBeiS Jonaon Sft 

WiilaiDghaiti, Sir Francis— St. PauFs Cathedral, ......^* d& 

Wood, Kichard, * *i ,.„...,,., i S* 

Wake William— All Saints, Herts, .„ ... 37 

Whoeirer knows or hears whose sacred bones, ............ 4^ 

Willis, Tliomas, M. D. — Fenny Stratford, Bucks, .•...„• 4f 

VV^alker, Dri author of a book entitled *' Particles,'' .... 59 

West^ William, comedian — St4 Peter*s, Norwich, ........ 01 

Wilmington, Right Honourable Thomas, .....^..^^ 69 

Winter, Sir Edward — Battersea church, 78 

\y illiams, David — Guilsfield, Montgomeryshire, ,..♦ 80 

Walmesley, Mr ,..♦ »....' HO 

Winchester, the Marchioness of, ..♦..» * 113 

Wynal, John, the organist, ,«..i 133 

Wrotfysley, Richard, and his wife — ^Tettenhall chur61i, 135 

White, William— St. Giles's,,Salop, .„.: 139 

Wills, Dr. who died at Vienna, * 146 

West, Richard— by Gray, » 166 

Williams, the Reverend David, „» 167 

West, Daniel, bftrgeman— Walton, Surry, ..*,...: 169- 

Wharton, Thomas, the first Lord, 176 

Wolsey, Cardinal — Leicester Abbey, * 180 

Worme, Sir Richard — Peterborough cathedral, 181 

Who was never once seen ruffled with anger, 1B8 

When ape all patient, and without regret, ib« 

White, John^Temple diurch, .....* , 193 

William, old, keeper of Kew gate, , 200 

Whether sailor or not, for a moment a-OiAt f ! 201 

Watts, Dr. Isaac— Bunhill Fields, 205 

Whitfield, Rev. Mr.G *.... 216 

Wayte, Thomas, Esq* St. James's, Clerkenwell, 225 

Warner, Joe — Ipswich, ^» *, ^99 

Younjg, Martha Ann, ...4..».....,..,...»......»....,*...*4 Th 

Yet a verie little, and he that will come shall a)me,.«« 81 
Young gentleman, on one kiUed by drinking strong 

beer, ^ ».«..»..*.4.,.»**.%....M.*«.4*.»-|.*«,.«.«>»«L«««*«*t*.i<««* M 
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V«te8,Mri. the celebrated actress, .,..*...«...Jb.............. lit 

Ye rich aod great, who bribe the poet's lays, ......d...^.... 215. 

2eno, St. and his twelve thousand two hundred sol- 
• diers, u * «... S34 
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